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*nd he respects it even qs q child......
end here is a man who walked oat o f 
& wing and was Shot under a white 
flag . Then I heard Mr. call out words; 
Sonething like'Don't let them Surrender, 
Shocd -mem oil ¿7*
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Page 1
J.J.McRoach reports on more union bashing
M ail order shit hits the fan
On Sunday morning, February 2, 
a convoy of three unmarked police 
cars containing plainclothes consort­
ing squad, breaking squad, and fraud 
squad detectives, plus a police dog, 
gathered at Adelaide’s CIB head' 
quarters.
Inspector Dudley Beath, chief of 
the South Australian CIB “C” squad 
(which controls the southern region 
of Adelaide) arrived, slid into the 
back seat of a Holden Kingswood 
Sedan, and instructed the driver to 
lead the convoy to Stirling, a small 
peaceful town snuggling in the beauti­
ful Adelaide Hills.
Beath, who is also the chief of 
the vice and drug squads, was slightly 
anxious. He was about to arrest 
a long time irritant, 24 years old 
Peter John Carey, convenor of the 
Apolitical Party, chairperson of the 
Dope Smokers’ Union, and master­
mind of the ‘mail order marijuana 
market’. Also earmarked for arrest 
was Carey’s offsider, Gregory Mark 
Adey.
Beath desperately wanted this 
arrest to be conducted smoothly — 
he didn’t want a scandal. A man in 
his fifties, almost devoid of person­
ality and weak when under cross- 
examination or pressure, Beath had 
learnt during his career to remain 
behind the scenes and avoid open 
involvement in public controversies 
or civil rights issues. He was involved 
in a scandal ten years ago and it 
almost cost him his career. A gang of 
opal robbers had been apprehended 
but the charges were mysteriously 
dropped. Public rumour was that 
there had been a “pay o ff’ and the 
integrity of all police involved, in­
cluding Beath, was questioned. Beath 
weathered the storm, and as time 
obscured the incident he tasted suc­
cess and rapidly climbed the ladder 
of the S.A. police force.
However during the past two 
years Beath had to endure a thorn in 
his side — a thorn by the name of 
Peter Carey.
Peter Carey, a South Australian 
university drop-out who organised 
his own cleaning business, has been 
politically active for several years, 
but it was only during 1973 that his 
activities came to the attention of 
the, general public.
In mid ’73 Carey set up the 
Alternative Resource Centre, also 
known as the Clear Light Bazaar, in 
a Rundle Street basement. The 
bazaar offered drug and legal pro­
tection services, commune informa­
tion, and other varied and imagina­
tive alternative - political schemes. 
Due to the popularity of these ser­
vices, new larger premises had to 
be found.
Carey discovered an abandoned 
two-storey fruit warehouse in Rundle 
Street, owned by the East End 
Market Co-operative Ltd. Carey ex­
panded his ideas to include a coffee 
lounge and vegetarian restaurant and 
commenced negotiations with the 
Co-operative’s secretary, Mac Walker. 
Walker was enthusiastic about em­
ploying the building for something 
“esoteric” and agreed to let the 
building to Carey, rent-free for six 
weeks, to see how things would go.
Carey launched himself into the 
project, spent $500 on renovation, 
submitted plans to the building own­
ers and the city council, had the 
plans approved, and registered a 
name, the Triplight Together Com­
pany, with the S.A. Companies 
Office.
Then trouble started.
Carey was interrogated by two 
uniformed police about a chair 
claimed to have been stolen, and 
about activities in the building. Two 
of Carey’s confederates were taken 
to police headquarters for question­
ing but no charges were laid.
Then homicide detectives visited 
Carey and told him that he resembled 
an identikit picture of a suspect 
believed to have kidnapped three 
children from a football match — 
the identikit pictured the suspect as 
a fortyish man with short hair. Carey 
was in his early twenties, bearded 
and long haired.
Raids by every Adelaide police 
squad followed. The drug squad 
raided every house Carey visited and 
uniformed police patrolled outside 
the building, abusing people and 
making statements such as “We’ll 
get you” .
Persons unknown vandalised 
Carey’s van seven nights in a row. 
Tyres were let down, headlights 
smashed, a wheel was stolen and 
finally a brake cable was cut.
When the six weeks of rent-free 
occupation of the building were over, 
the owners refused to grant the 
Triplight Company a lease. No reason 
was given, and two days were allowed 
for the building to be cleared. On 
the thirdxlay equipment still remain­
ing in the building was thrown into 
the street. Later the owners stated 
that the lease was not granted be. 
cause a cheque for $150 tendered 
by Triplight had “bounced” . The
Adelaide University branch of the 
ANZ bank stated that at no time 
did the cheque “bounce” , but by 
then Triplight had already been 
evicted.
Carey carried on business un­
daunted. He founded the Drug and 
Legal Protection Union (later to be­
come popularly known as the Dope 
Smokers’ Union.) Thie union operated 
from Carey’s home address in Stirling 
plus miscellaneous Adelaide city 
addresses and later combined with 
the Australian Union of Students’ 
Cannabis Information sevice.
The union followed the example 
of the Draft Resisters’ Union and 
established secret underground hiding 
places for arrested smokers who did 
not wish to appear in court. The 
DSU also helped five individuals 
facing drug charges to escape the 
country. Other services offered by 
the union included:
- Free joints for those persons 
wishing to try out the drug.
- Free legal aid.
- Free ‘How to grow’ booklets 
plus seeds.
- Free dope analysis.
- Free cannabis information.
The union also petitioned MP’s,
most of whom stated that cannabis
smokers should not be criminalised, 
and medical practitioners, most of 
whom considered dope should re­
main illegal.
Statements and joints were sent 
to MPs, the press, prominent citizens, 
and police, and registration numbers 
of unmarked drug squad cars were 
made public.
However the most effective cam­
paign conducted by the DSU at 
that time was an attack against 
alleged brutality and corruption in 
the drug squad. Carey claimed that 
pushers were buying their supplies 
from the drug squad. A booklet of 
alleged brutality was published with 
the aim of piwnrptongJt^uMlc-h ^ s t 
igation into Adelaide drug squad 
activities. Support in this area was 
also given by two South Australian 
student newspapers — On Dit and 
Ego Times.
Carey’s brutality claims did initiate 
an investigation into the drug squad, 
but it was an internal police invest' 
igation. Carey wanted a public en­
quiry. He had seen how an internal 
police investigation operated when 
an internal investigation had been 
conducted into the death of George 
Duncan, a non-swimming homo­
sexual who was bashed by police and
drowned in the Torrens River. During 
this investigation two detectives had 
resigned and refused to give evidence, 
and Carey didn’t want a recurrence 
of this situation, but the wheels 
had already been set in motion.
The S.A. Police Commissioner, 
Mr Salisbury, announced to the press 
that the drug squad had approached 
him and requested him to launch 
an investigation to clear the drug 
squad’s name because “drug users 
were anxious to discredit the drug 
squad both inside and outside the 
force so there will be less pressure 
on people using and trafficking in 
narcotics”.
Salisbury announced that two CIB 
detectives, our old friend Beath and 
Detective Sergeant Norm Davy, would 
conduct an investigation.
Carey claimed that during the 
month-long investigation, one of the 
anonymous signatories of a brutality 
statement was identified by police as 
Mark Clevier. Carey claimed that 
police visited Clevier and forced him, 
under physical duress, to sign a 
statement maintaining that his pre­
vious evidence was false.
Carey also claimed that during 
this period an undercover *narc,
posing as an ex-country school 
teacher who had been busted on a 
dope charge, paid him a visit, plied 
him for names of people involved 
in signing the brutality statements, 
and suggested that the charges of 
drug squad brutality and corruption 
were not ethical.
When the month-long investigation 
was concluded, Salisbury issued press 
releases stating that after “a very 
thorough and wide ranging enquiry 
which involved interrogating dozens 
of police, university students and 
suspects, all allegations were com­
pletely unfounded and there was 
no proof to support allegations of 
brutality and corruption in the drug 
squad” .
However Salisbury and the press 
neglected to point out that a re­
shuffle had occurred in the drug 
squad. Drug squad chief Jock Silver- 
blade (mentioned in brutality state­
ments and dubbed by the popular 
press as ‘Drug Squad King’) was 
demoted to rank and file status. 
Beath took Silverblade’s place *and 
earned kudos by leading the. raid 
that resulted in the apprehension 
of the much-publicised ‘Giant Drug 
Haul’, where $300,000 worth of 
marijuana was confiscated from a 
farm near Bern, S.A.
In the meantime Carey embarked 
on his most outrageous activity to 
date — setting up a mail order 
marijuana service in September ’74.
Carey stated that he would sell, 
through the PMG, one-ounce deals 
of good quality marijuana at $30 
per ounce and also $20 hash deals. 
Carey stated that he was embarking 
on this campaign because:
-. he wanted to guarantee smokers 
the opportunity to purchase unadult­
erated marijuana — his analysis ser­
vice had indicated large scale adult­
eration of dope. In fact, he had 
analysed grass that contained Rat- 
Sak!
- he wanted to uphold the com 
sumer rights of smokers. Idealistically 
he maintained that smokers need no 
longer tolerate ‘rip-offs’ from un­
scrupulous dealers who were merely 
in the business to make a fast buck.
- he wanted to protect smokers 
from corrupt police who were capi­
talising on confiscated contraband.
- he wanted to slow the emergence 
of organised crime in the dope busi­
ness.
He claimed that he first bought 
supplies of dope from local growers. 
Then, as demand increased, he dealt 
directly with interstate dealers.
Naturally Carey’s latest campaign 
captured the imagination of the 
press. Reports from all over Australia 
were pouring in.
In Melbourne, the Reverend 
Gordon Powell informed his con­
gregation that an 18 year old female 
parishioner had received an unsoli­
cited deal through the post. Not 
only was Carey and his organisation
Peter Carey at large.
(“ the cancer of society”) inviting 
this girl to “get hooked on marijuana, 
and later onto more dangerous
drugs”, but they were placing “a 
responsible member of the commun­
ity” in an illegal situation.
In Tasmania, members of a college 
were raided by drug police.
At Tennant Creek in the N.T., 
a man claimed his parcel from the 
local post office and was promptly 
arrested.
Almost every mass circulation
newspaper publicised the service and 
the Melbourne Herald announced 
that Carey would commence opera­
tions in Melbourne. The drug police 
said “We won’t stand for it. We’ll 
swoop right on to them if they 
try”.
This Day Tonight and The Nation­
al Times wanted to know why Carey 
had not been arrested during the 
three months he openly dealt dope. 
Carey arrogantly claimed, “We’ve got 
the South Australia drug squad 
blackmailed. They know if they give 
us any trouble we will tell all we 
know about their activities” .
Newspaper reports of the profita­
bility of Carey’s organisation varied 
from $20,000 to $60,000. However 
Carey has made enough money to 
finance a political party. On January 
6, he announced that he was con­
vening the Apolitical Party, financed 
from funds raised by selling mail 
order dope.
The party will hopefully sponsor 
twelve candidates at the next election 
for the House of Representatives. 
The party’s platform puts a series 
of radical and radical chic demands 
in the areas of mental patients, 
drugs, homosexuals, education, work 
and ecology.
All these plans now hinge on the 
outcome of Carey’s trial. His court 
case was held on Wednesday, Feb­
ruary 5. He was remanded till April 8 
for a three-day trial by jury.
If you wish to help the “cause” 
send petitions and/or donations to 
the Apolitical Party, Martha Street, 
Stirling, S.A.
Address to:
P.O. Box 77, 
Càrltòn, Vic. 3053
No self-respect
It is quite amazing that anyone 
can have such little self-respect as 
Digger Troob’ (‘Racist Speaks 
From Air-Conditioned Motel Room1 
— Digger No.40). All that Troob 
has proved is that he is stupid — a 
mean, insensitive, ignorant, nasty 
clod whose bitterness borders on 
the paranoid. He obviously needs a 
victim and in the north the Aborigi­
nes are it. There are plenty of his 
ilk in the south, but they have to 
find other victims as there aren’t 
really many Aborigines around.
To point to Troob’s lies, half- 
truths, quarter-truths, inconsisten­
cies, etc. would take too long, and 
anyway it is highly dubious that 
Troob has any interest in rational 
argument. But a few points:
1. All Troob is doing, although 
he obviously does not realize it, is 
peddling pseudo-scientific and com­
pletely discredited social Darwin­
ism — the misapplication of Dar­
win’s ideas to human affairs.
2. Troob, although saying the 
Aborigines should have stood up 
and fought, displays the hysterical* 
fear which has been present right 
through Australian settlement that 
the Aborigines just might do this. 
He would have been in his element 
in the 19.30s’ hysteria over the so- 
called ‘Caledon Bay Massacre’.
3. Military organization and eff­
ectiveness (as with the Maoris) de­
pends totally on your economic 
base — agricultural, village societies 
develop armies and warfare — hun­
ters and gatherers do not — it’s as 
simple as that. Despite this there 
was much violent contact along the 
Australian frontier with the police 
and military acting as agents of the 
white settlement rather than of 
British law.
Troob is out of his time — he no 
doubt would have relished the black 
hunts of the nineteenth and early 
twentieth centuries and could have 
thoroughly enjoyed himself “shoot­
ing the breeders” as was the prac­
tice.
George Makofski,
Sydney, N.S.W.
V D  not 
so bad
I would like to add my com­
ments on the Melbourne VD Clinic 
to Gertrude Torren’s article in 
Digger No.40. Like her, my exper­
ience has been at the women’s cli­
nic, but I didn’t have a rough time. 
I just felt that the clinic and ‘the
process’ was as impersonal as any 
GP’s surgery.
Yes, the clinic is in an old build­
ing and the female section is separ­
ate from the male section. It is clean 
and has some carpets. I was not 
kept separate from the other wom­
en. We were going through the 
same experience and we talked to 
each other about it.
On my first visit the nurse took 
some details: symptoms, why I  was 
there, referred by a GP?, allergy to 
penicillin? Not names and addresses 
of ‘boyfriends’. She explained that 
that they have a system of numbers 
instead of names, and I can see that 
it suited some women not to have 
their name called out in front of 
the other women, or to have to say 
their name over the phone1 when 
ringing up about results of tests. I 
don’t think it would have mattered 
if names were used.
Then the “wait there dear” bit. 
To see the doctor, who interviewed 
the woman before me with the 
door open! The doctor asked her 
questions, which were quite per­
sonal, fairly loudly and the woman 
was answering quietly so I got up 
and shut the door, whereupon the 
doctor came out and opened it 
again! When it was my turn she 
asked why I’d shut the door. I said 
I thought the interview should be 
more like an ordinary doctor’s in­
terview and she replied that they 
didn’t shut the door there.
Then “wait there dear for the 
examination”. Yes, it is embarrass­
ing to strip from the waist and 
climb into the stirrups, but if you 
keep reminding the people that are 
‘handling’ you that you are also a 
human being you feel better. Smile 
at the nurse, smile at the male doc­
tor and the male med student with 
him. Wave at them from flat on 
your back — “Good morning”. 
Then, because he’s teaching the 
student, you find out that there is a 
urethral smear, cervical and vaginal 
and anal. Relax. O.K.
Then “wait there for your blood 
test dear”. Chat to the nurse about 
your fear of the syringe and fear of 
donating blood. She is efficient and 
quick.
“Wait here” for the results of 
your smear tests. This is the harr­
owing part. Then the female doctor 
again. Yes, you have gonorrhea; no 
intercourse, no alcohol, use your 
own towels, injections now, more 
tomorrow ... reeled off like the re­
cruiting sergeant in Alice's Rest­
aurant, With. “any questions?” on 
the end.
Yes — what sort of injections? 
Penicillin. Have you eaten because 
it’s a massive dose and shouldn’t be 
taken on an empty stomach? No. 
Have some of these biscuits then. 
Then a rather useless VD pamphlet 
and the injections and some tablets 
to help the penicillin work.
Injections again the next day 
and then ring in 10 days for the 
results of the blood test, then back 
ift three weeks for the next examin­
ation. Altogether you have to go 
back until two negative smear tests 
and then a month later a negative 
blood test, and no intercourse dur­
ing that time, tho I started again, 
using condoms, after the first nega­
tive test. And send your lover(s) to 
the clinic.
So our Melbourne VD clinic is 
impersonal but not painful. They 
are light on explaining what they 
are doing to you and what happens 
next. You have to ask questions.
Publicity about the clinic and VD 
in general is poor. The clinic build­
ing is not labelled. Few people 
know it exists and there is a real 
need for a campaign to educate 
people about symptoms, prevent­
ion and the fact that early treat­
ment leads to a cure. So by all 
means talk to people about your 
VD experience(s), and push for 
better education and literature, but 
I don’t feel that 136 Gertrude St., 
Fitzroy is the “bastion of morality” 
that Gertrude Torrens paints it.
In Sisterhood 
Robin Duke,
Northcote, Vic.
Screamin
smithereens
Something’s coming ... and it’s 
coming soon. I don’t know how 
soon, it could be years or decades, 
but definitely not centuries.
We’ve got at least another year 
of this ‘old-order’ shit, but how 
long after that? I don’t know, ask 
me next year — Ask Yourself.
There’s been so much fucking 
stuff lately about some kind of 
Apocalypse before 1999 (say 1999 
’cos it sounds more magic than 
2000, though 2001’s not bad).
All them religious freaks, and 
Egyptologists, and astral travellers, 
and charioteers, and Goldy-T6p 
heads are concentrating on the 
next quarter century.
Well, they may have their sig­
nals crossed, but it’s a damned co­
incidence that they’re all converging 
on the same time. There’s all them 
crazy vibes coming together at the
same time, so it must be something.
But what is it? Can’t say for 
sure. Maybe there’s others who are 
more into it. Those of you who are 
— let’s have some feedback.
It’s gonna be good. So what if 
the power structure of the last few 
millenia collapse? Fantastic! It’s 
about time, the sooner the better 
(and all those cliches). So what if 
‘civilization’ gets disintegrated into 
smithereens?
If you can, think back to the last 
time you died. Good, wasn’t it? 
Well, it’ll still be good this time, 
whether we die or not. Nothing to 
worry about. In fact — it’s very ex­
hilarating to look forward with 
anticipation to something that’s 
gonna be so fantastic to the point 
of unbelievableness.
Fuck the doomsday blokes. 
They’re only thinking of their own 
security-self-ego scenes. If you’ve 
given all those outdated concepts 
away, there’s nothing to worry 
about.
If anyone out there has got 
some feedback on all this shit, I’d 
dig to hear about it. I’ll try and 
stick it together and maybe we can 
make an article for Digger about it 
and stick it together.
Denny Zepnick,
Donvale, Vic.
Chile wheat
Some time ago the Australian 
Wheat Board negotiated a $40 mil­
lion wheat sale with the fascist junta 
in Chile.
This sale was abandoned because 
of maritime union bans on ship­
ments to Chile following the 1973 
coup.
According to the Age of January 
23, Wheat Board officers are optimis­
tic that these bans will now be lifted, 
following recent talks with maritime 
union officials. This will be decided 
at a meeting of the ACTU execu­
tive on February 10.
No doubt specious arguments re­
lating to the current economic situa­
tion in Australia will be touted by 
the union bureaucrats involved.
Hopefully the rank and file union 
members will stick to their act of 
solidarity with the Chilean people 
and prevent the wheat deal from 
going ahead. For the people of Chile 
it’s still “blood in the streets, blood 
in the streets, blood in the streets. .  7* 
Jennifer Christie,
East Brunswick, Vic.
Trippy
Mega~Hertz
There’s this really fantastic; 
music on the Short Wave.
At about 6.9 Mega-Hertz or to 
the left of 41 metre-band (must be 
42 metre band).
It’s sort of trippy-oriental, with 
crazy voices, and weird instru­
ments and jet plane noises.
Best time to listen is 3-4 a.m. 
Melbourne time.
Much love,
D. Zep,
Donvale, Victoria.
Letters continued on page 10.
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Mothers’ 
lofty mission
Soviet women are still tied to the 
kitchen sink, more than 50 years 
after they were guaranteed equal 
rights by the Bolshevik government.
The theoretical party journal, 
Communist, says Soviet women still 
spend up to five times as many 
hours a week on household chores 
...as their husbands.
And 90 per cent of them work 
the same hours as their men.
Although 57 years of Soviet 
power has reduced the amount of 
ordinary work a family has to do to 
keep itself fed and clothed, Com­
munist said 45-50 hours a week 
was still the norm, compared to 
80-90 hours in the 1900s.
In a country worried about its 
low birthrate, this is clearly causing 
concern at high levels.
The authoritative article in Com­
munist seemed aimed at alerting 
party workers to the situation. 
Young couples are reluctant to have 
large families.
They complain that with the 
mother working and the limited 
facilities of state nurseries and kin­
dergartens, children severely limit 
their way of life.
Even in the towns, with their 
high level of household amenities, 
Communist said, workers spent half 
of the time left to them — after eat­
ing, sleeping and working ‘ — in 
household chores.
But while the husband might 
spend one hour a day helping at 
home, the wife, returning from a 
full day’s work and collecting the 
children from school on the way, is 
tied to housework for another four 
to five hours giving her an effec­
tive 70-hour week.
Although the situation had im­
proved, the journal said: “Guaran­
teeing female workers with famb 
lies more spare time will help the 
spiritual and physical development 
of tens of millions of women and 
will ease the mother’s lofty mission 
— the raising of the growing genera­
tion of those who will build com­
munism.” j
Greater free time for women 
seems aimed, in the Soviet planners’ 
minds, not only at increasing the 
birthrate from its present average in 
European Russia of one or two per 
family, but also to boost the level of 
vocational training among women.
According to Communist, men 
and women are roughly equally 
qualified when they set out on their 
working careers, but once they 
start families, the men streak ahead.
—AAP.
Coup
reward
Chile will receive $85 million in 
US foreign aid this year, more than 
any other Latin American country. 
This year’s figure more than 
doubles the amount the US gave 
Chile during the entire four years 
the- Popular Unity government of 
Salvador Allende was in power. And 
nearly all of the US money that 
flowed into Chile during the Allende 
years went to the Armed Services, 
despite the objections of the Popu­
lar Unity government. The aid even­
tually paid off for the US in the 
military coup of Allende.
Brazil, with a population ten 
times that of Chile’s is the only 
Latin American country to come 
close tojj the $85 million Chile will 
receive. Brazil will receive nearly 
$70 million, $60 million of which 
will be for military purposes. 
-LNS.
Korean
crackdown
A movement to save the be­
leaguered south Korean daily, the 
Dong-A Ilbo , from economic coll­
apse has been started in Japan. The 
newspaper, the nation’s oldest and 
largest, has dared to publish news 
stories about the opposition to Pak 
Chung Hee and to criticize Pak’s 
rule in editorials. Since late Decem­
ber government pressure has forced 
20 of the paper’s major advertisers 
to cancel their contracts. The can­
cellations have cost the paper 40 per 
cent of its advertising revenue, its 
prime source of income. Companies 
which cancelled the contracts said 
the actions were “caused by circum­
stances we cannot mention”.
But the reasons are not difficult 
to discern: in recent months the 
Dong-A Ilbo has regularly reported
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on developments in the Christian 
and student opposition to the gov­
ernment. In late October its repor­
ters were on strike until the Korean 
CIA allowed them to print their de­
mands for press freedom. Since 
then the paper has editorially called 
for a new constitution, restoration 
of human rights and the release of 
those imprisoned under Pak’s emer­
gency decrees.
Although the Pak government 
has labelled the paper ‘leftist’, and 
even ascribed “communist sympa­
thies” to its reporters and editors, 
the newspaper would be known as 
moderately liberal in most any Am- 
ericarr or European city.
A group of Japanese and Korean 
intellectuals in Japan has started a 
movement to fill the paper’s in­
come gap through increased circu­
lation. More than 200 subscriptions 
have already been sold in Japan 
amounting to more than S2.300 for 
the paper. Another campaign is 
being initiated here to place adver­
tisements in the paper.
The International Press Institute 
(IPI) in Geneva, an organization of 
2.000 editors in 67 countries, sent 
the -following cable to the Dong-A 
Ubo: “We note with anxiety the 
growing economic pressures against 
the Dong-A Ilbo and assure you 
that IPI condemns, the government- 
inspired advertising sanctions and 
supports you in your ‘courageous 
stand for press freedom.”
. The Dong-A Ilbo staff and emp­
loyees of its sister radio station 
began a vigil in the newspaper off­
ice on January 17 which they said 
would continue'! until three adver­
tising department employees were 
freed by the Army Security Com­
mand. The three are being held for 
interrogation in connection with an
ad published earlier in the week. 
The ad, signed by an anonymous 
Army lieutenant, supported the 
paper’s ongoing struggle for free­
dom of the press. The government 
has demanded to know the identity 
of the lieutenant, and the news­
paper has refused to divulge his 
name.
Letters of support, contribu­
tions, subscriptions and advertising 
orders may be sent to: The Dong-A 
Ilbo, 139 Sejongno, Chongno-gu, 
Seoul 100,- south Korea.
-NAN.
New look 
dictator
At the.end of September, lmelda 
Marcos, wife of the Philippine dic­
tator, visited the People’s Republic 
of China for several days, and on 
September 27. the New York Times 
carried a picture of her and her son 
being received by Chairman Mao. 
Received as well by Chou En Lai 
and Chiang Ching, wife of Mao Tse 
Tung, Mrs. Marcos was given treat­
ment usually reserved for visiting 
heads of state.
Mrs. Marcos brought -back to 
Manila a trade agreement between 
the Philippines and the People’s 
Republic of China whereby China 
will sell the Philippines high quality 
petroleum and in exchange buy 
copra and lumber, major Philippine 
export product's.
Following the trip of his Wife to 
China. President Marcos called an 
emergency meeting of (lie Foreign 
Policy and National Security Coun­
cils to hasten the establishment of
full diplomatic relations with China 
and the Soviet Union, as a move 
“in the best interests of the Philip­
pines”.
That the opening of relations 
with the Soviet Union and - the 
People’s Republic of China repre­
sents a change in the foreign policy 
of Ferdinand Marcos cannot be de­
nied: For most of his term in office 
as Philippine chief executive the 
foreign policy of Ferdinand Marcos 
was notable for its blatant and voci­
ferous anti-communism. Now this 
anti-communism has been muted in 
the interests of diplomacy.
There , are those apologists for 
Marcos who would have us believe 
that this change in foreign policy 
represents some change in the na­
ture of the Marcos dictatorship, in 
particular a growth of independence 
from the tutelage of the US State 
Department, the Pentagon, and Wall 
Street’s multi-national corporations. 
One of these apologists, naturally 
enough, is Carlos Romulo, Marcos’ 
Secretary for Foreign Affairs. Last 
March he delivered a speech pur­
portedly critical of previous Philip­
pine foreign policy, saying: “That 
policy resulted in excessive depen­
dence of the Philippines on one 
country and isolated us from many 
Asian countries. In the past we were 
also cut off from one third of the 
world, which is composed of the 
socialist countries. Now, however, 
the process of relaxation of ten­
sions. leading toward a more peace­
ful world, exerts an influence upon 
us.”
As with other apologies fof the 
Marcos regime, this oqe is pure 
nonsense, pure fabrication. lmelda 
Marcos visited Peking and Moscow 
only after Kissinger had been there. 
Marcos toned down his anti-com-
Syd Shelton
munist foreign policy only after the 
Nix;on Administration, suffering 
from defeat in thè Vietnam War, 
did so. Marcos began talking trade 
with Peking and Moscow only after 
David Rockefeller had begun to do 
so.
William Pomeroy, the former 
Huk leader, in the June issue of the 
Philippines Information Bulletin, 
quoted the same declaration of 
Romulo with approval. It seems 
that Pomeroy places himself in the 
ranks of the apologists for the Phil­
ippine dictatorship and would like 
us to believe that the Philippine 
dictator’s advances towards Mu So­
viet Union and the People’s Re­
public of China somehow represent 
a new independence for Marcos, 
somehow remove him from his po­
sition as a neo-colonial stooge. Mar­
cos’ approaches to Peking and Mos­
cow, however, suggest exactly the 
opposite of what Romulo and 
Pomeroy would have us believe, i.e. 
Marcos’ foreign policy is still tail­
ored closely to US State Depart­
ment specifications.
In fact Marcos’ moves towards 
relations with the Soviet Union 
and China must be seen as part of 
an energetic political offensive the 
Philippine dictator has been waging 
since last September — designed to 
change the public image of his re­
gime, to make it appear to be ‘inde­
pendent’, -/liberal’, ‘devoted to re­
form’. The reflection of this offen­
sive in domestic policy is to be seen 
in Marcos’ grant of ‘freedom’ and 
‘amnesty’ to some of his former po­
litical opponents and critics. Re­
leased detainees are required to 
swear allegiance to the Marcos gov­
ernment. to stay in the Manila area, 
and to refrain from conversations 
with foreign correspondents. More-
over, the Marcos regime has re­
quired the families of those released 
to be responsible for the “good 
conduct”. And, of course, under 
martial law they are subject to re­
arrest at any time.
Marcos’ busy efforts to create a 
new image for his dictatorship are 
above all designed to influence 
public opinion in the United States 
and in particular in the United 
States’ Congress where military and 
economic aid to repressive foreign 
dictatorships is coming under heavy 
fire.
It is doubtful, however, that 
Marcos sleight of hand will succeed. 
It is more likely that concerned 
citizens in the United States will 
understand that though the form 
of the Marcos regime may change, 
its content remains the same: a 
dictatorship over the Philippine 
people in the interests of US in­
vestors and military men.
—From Philippines Information 
Bulletin
Marcos gets 
the bad oil
The Far Eastern Economic Re­
view of November 29 reports that 
the oil shipped to the Philippines 
from the People’s Republic of China 
following the agreement with 
lmelda Marcos, “is low in sulphur 
content but high in wax ... so high 
that it cannot be refined for petro­
leum, which is what the Philippines 
badly needs”. The Review goes on 
to say that it appears that the only 
thing Marcos can do is to sell the 
Chinese oil to Japan where it can 
be used, but that such a transaction 
could be “diplomatically delicate”.
Swedish
W a t e r g a t e
Greta von Hofsten, the prog­
ressive editor of the twice-monthly 
anti-imperialist and democratic jour­
nal Folket i Bild, was recently 
arrested in Stockholm on charges of 
‘defaming the authorities’. She 
faces up to two years in prison for 
publishing an article by Jan Myrdal 
in which he described the trial and 
conviction earlier this year of two 
journalists associated with the same 
magazine, after they had written an 
exposure of a hitherto unknown 
Swedish intelligence agency, the IB.
The present case thus is a con­
tinuation of this ‘IB affair’ — “the 
greatest political scandal in modern 
Swedish history, equivalent in the 
US to the Pentagon Papers and 
Watergate exposes rolled into one”. 
In his article Myrdal accused the 
judges in the earlier case of moral 
corruption for refusing to hear the 
appeal of one of the defendants. 
Had they accepted the appeal, Myr­
dal wrote, the result might have 
been that politicians would be 
ousted, crimihal officials punished 
and bandits within the IB prose­
cuted.
Under Swedish law, Myrdal him­
self as author of the article is not 
threatened. Folket i Bild’s respon­
sible editor, instead, is accused 
under a long-buried paragraph in 
the legal code that everyone thought 
was dead. The charge is “defaming 
the authorities” , and in particular, 
“undermining public respect for the 
Supreme Court”.
The secret IB agency exposed by 
Folket i Bild earlier this year, is a 
military intelligence agency spying 
not only on Swedish left organizat­
ions for the ruling Social Democra­
tic government, but also operating 
abroad under Sweden’s ‘neutral’ 
cover to spy on the Arab countries 
for Israel, on the Democratic Re­
public of Vietnam for the CIA, and 
similar services. Its very existence 
was concealed until the Folket i 
Bild exposure, even from the Swe­
dish parliament. One of the jour­
nalists who wrote the exposures, 
Jan Cillou, is still in prison.
-PNS.
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The average American consumes five times as much of the 
earth’s primary food as does the average Indian. And in wes­
tern Europe, per capita grain consumption is about half that 
of the United States. The average American also eats about 
250 pounds of meat a year. Australians are close by, eating an 
average of 235 pounds. French people eat 212 pounds, Cana­
dians 211, British 171, Germans 192, Swedes 112 and 
Russians 104. Japanese people eat 51 pounds of meat a year, 
low by comparison, but that figure is 264 per cent higher 
than the average consumption in 1960.
The Overseas Development Council has estimated that if 
Americans were to cut their meat intake by only 10 per cent 
a year, it would free at least 12 million tons of grain for hu­
man consumption. ,This amount would be enough to feed 60 
million grain-eaters for a year, more than enough to check the 
famine that is now developing in India and Bangladesh.
Canada and the United States, the Soviet Union and Aust­
ralia and New Zealand are among the few developed countries 
which are fortunate enough to have food sufficiency even 
with their meat-oriented diets. Western Europe, on the other 
hand, is a vast protein sink in which the developed and develo­
ping world pour feedstuff so that their ‘rich’ diet can be main­
tained. Taken altogether, the developed lands constitute a 
dietary upper class that through its consumption patterns 
lays claim to a massive disproportion of the world’s food re­
sources.
For the United States, food has gone from a nagging sur 
plus commodity to a powerful weapon in the international 
battle over resources. Conceded Egypt’s Minister of State, 
Ismail-Sabri Abdalla, “The real power in the future will not 
be nuclear power or even energy. The real power will belong 
to whoever possesses the sources of food.”
“The real power in the future w ill belong to whoever possesses the sources of food.*
by Paul Watson
The United States of America 
was represented at the United Nations 
Food Conference in Rome in Novem­
ber last year by Henry Kissinger and a 
fat-headed, fat-bodied Earl Butz, the 
American Secretary of Agriculture. 
The first is a man with the abilities 
to. guarantee a good display of show- 
personship wherever he goes, always 
the right rhetoric at the right time, 
a diplomat of false hopes, but a man 
so good at his job that he has mana­
ged to obtain the Nobel peace prize 
for ‘ending’ a war that- his country 
started and .continues to perpetuate. 
The other is a loud-mouth whose in­
terests lie in obtaining higher prices 
for farmers and higher profits for 
American food industries.
Together they attempted to ab­
solve the USA of all blame for the 
present world food crisis, blaming the 
food shortage and the famines on. 
everything from changing weather 
patterns to overpopulation in the 
third world and economic blackmail 
by the Arab nations.
The argument against the Afabs 
verges on the incredible. The secre­
tary of agriculture said to Americans 
through the pages of Time that the 
heartless and callous oil producing 
nations with their devastating quad­
rupling of market prices were directly 
responsible for higher fertiliser prices 
as well as herbicide and pesticide 
prices doubling, because their manu­
facture requires much energy.
The world price of fertiliser jum­
ped from 11 cents a pound in 1972 
to 25 cents a pound in 1974. Because 
of this, Butz stated, India could no 
longer afford to buy fertiliser and its 
people were suffering because of the 
actions of the Arabs.
The established media at no time 
mentioned the fact that poor starving 
India was able to produce and exp­
lode a nuclear bomb, nor did it men­
tion the increase that the Americans 
had imposed on the price of agricul­
tural equipment and their own food, 
crops. L
The media also didn!t mention 
that the changing weather patterns ot 
the globe have been traced to the de­
veloping nations. The Sahara has not 
marched 100 miles southward in the 
last ten years for no reason. The mon­
soons have not changed their course 
for no reason. The world climatic 
condition is being drastically and 
radically changed because of the dis­
turbing influence of chemical and 
thermal pollution within the atmo­
sphere.
It is an unfortunate fact that the 
World Food Conference offered no 
real solutions. The domination of the 
UN by the minority rich nations must 
be ended before anything concrete 
will ever emerge from any UN con­
ference.
The issues of overpopulation, Arab 
oil politics and American generosity 
are myths which must be shattered. 
There are real reasons for the present 
food crisis which have nothing to do 
with the areas to which the American 
government is attributing the blame.
Food is a political weapon. The US 
within the framework of its global 
strategy has recognised this and ex­
ploited it. The third world countries 
are heavily dependent on food sup­
plies from the developed nations, and 
that dependency is increasing. It is a 
dependence which the developed na­
tions have done much to foster.
Early in the past century nations 
like the United States, Canada and 
European countries realised that the 
basic food crops of the world were 
grains. Food grains such as wheat, 
corn, millet and soybeans are the 
world’s major staples. The third world 
countries have shifted away from 
these crops in the last 100 years. They 
have been encouraged to do sp by ad­
visors from the western industrial na­
tions. Instead they have been encou­
raged to produce crops of little or no 
food value like coffee, cocoa, bana­
nas, rubber, cotton and teas. These 
crops they were told would be 
bought by the west, money obtained
and industry built.
In effect, the situation in Latin 
America is one where the US encour­
aged the production of non-food 
value crops, discouraged the produc­
tion of valued crops, bought the 
yearly production thereafter for very 
little, processed that investment and 
realised a profit of, in some cases, 
1000 per cent.
The side product of this strategy 
has been to force third world nations 
to buy essential food crops at greater 
costs.
The United States strategy has 
made Latin America both a factory 
and a market. A result of this exploi­
tation has been a myth that the Latin 
American nations are ‘friendly’ na­
tions, that their interests lie with their 
US partner in the Organisation of 
American States (OAS).
The OAS is now useless as some of 
its members are becoming aware that 
file US néver was a partner but a dic­
tator. They have witnessed in the case 
of Allende’s overthrow in Chile that 
the US had no intention of allowing 
them a free hand in the concerns of 
even their domestic policies. Fidel 
Castro of Cuba has suggested a possi­
bility that the OAS will cease to be 
an organisation within the next few 
years and that the countries of Latin 
America will form a new organisation 
which will exclude the United States
In order for the Latin American 
countries to form a new organisation 
they must free themselves from the 
economic trap in which the Ameri­
cans have enslaved them. The entire 
agricultural complex must be re­
assembled and restructured. They 
have been left in a situation where 
they cannot feed their own people 
without depending on what has be­
come known as American ‘genero­
sity’. American foreign aid has been 
and still is a situation involving the 
theft of $1 million and the return of 
a thousand. It is not done out of com­
passion, nor out of guilt. Business has 
no conscience; it is done solely for in­
vestment purposes. The US has a very 
efficient PR and propaganda system 
almost totally unchallengable consi­
dering the power, the money and the 
influence to be challenged.
Earl Butz is very big on popula­
tion. He is still under the impression 
even after the US defeat at the UN 
population conference (held in Bucha­
rest August 19-29, 1974) that popu­
lation is the issue to be dealt with.
People are starving, he maintains, be­
cause1 there are too many to feed. It 
is his, and he says, his country’s opi­
nion, that overpopulation is the pri­
mary problem to be dealt with. Is it?
The US position on population 
was defeated at the Rumanian confe­
rence because the developing nations, 
those with the majority membership 
in the UN, stated that it was in effect 
“imperialism and not the population 
bomb or the weather which is causing 
the starvation in the world” . It is the 
position of the third world that the 
problem is generated by the indus­
trialised nations which consume a 
disproportionate amount of global 
resources.
Unmindful of the feelihgs of the 
third world, Henry Kissinger said in 
Rome that the blame for the world 
famine must rest with those nations 
which are overpopulated. He sugges- 
d that the only solution to the food
crisis is population control. The Am- 
ican delegates seem to be blind and 
deaf to the facts being demonstrated 
to them that consumption is the 
problem. By consumption rates, the 
United States is the most critical 
population problem — the average 
American consumes the same amount 
of resources on the average as 25 In­
dians, 20 Chinese and 60 African 
tribespeople in the area of Chad and 
Northern Ethiopia. Every child bom 
in North America is equal to 25 
in India in terms of what they will 
consume. Now who has the run-away 
population problem?
There are 200 million dogs in 
North America and about as many 
cats. These animals are kept for pets. 
They eat better, and consume more 
protein than a majority of the world’s 
people. On top of the 250 million 
people who consume 25 X 250 mil­
lion as much as the third world, add 
between 300-400 million to represent 
the pets of America, Can this nation 
seriously recommend birth control, 
and enforced measures to maintain it 
for the third world? They may be ig­
norant enough to suggest it, but they 
are fools if they think the poor 
nations will accept it.
The productive output of the US, 
Canada, Australia, New Zealand and 
South Africa is worth looking into. 
All these countries are highly pro­
ductive, but are they productive 
enough? For output per acre or hec­
tare of cultivated land, production is 
lower than Japan, European countries 
and most third world countries.
As an example the American out­
put per hectare is only 75 per cent of 
that of India and one ninth that of 
Japan. Per worker, employed to pro­
duce the food, the developed nations 
do quite well, about 60 times that of 
India and 9 times that of Japan.
The United States does not pro­
duce more, but it has less people to 
produce it, primarily due to advanced 
agricultural Science and technology. 
In 1973 the US produced 208 mil­
lion tons of foodgrains while China 
produced 250 million tons on much 
less cultivateable land. The difference 
is that the US looks as if it produces 
more because there are less people to 
consume it and produce it. The US is 
thus able to use its surpluses to buy 
political power elsewhere, paving the 
way for obtaining the resources that 
Americans hunger for — not food, but 
materials for industry.
Food production within the US 
and most developed nations is an in­
dustry based around acquiring the 
needs of industry by controlling the 
resources to provide the needs of 
people. The developed nations have 
sapped the third world of their pri­
mary agricultural production in order 
to keep them subservient. The third 
world is being told to behave if it 
wants any more crumbs.
The people’s Republic of China 
has demonstrated quite effectively 
that population is not the problem. 
The country with one third of the 
world’s people, almost one billion, is 
able to not only provide food for all 
its people’s needs, but to export food 
to other nations in Asia. This from a 
country smaller in area than the Uni­
ted States and not much larger than
Europe. N
India has not been able to provide 
for its peoples not because of their 
number, but because they are still 
under the yoke of foreign and ruling 
class domination. The third world 
nations criticised the US drastically 
at the population conference in a pe­
tition which accused the white settler 
states of the Americas, South Africa, 
Rhodesia, Australia and the Port­
uguese colonies of having in the past 
decimated and exploited non-white 
populations so that they of all people 
have no right to impose population 
control upon the third world any 
longer. In effect the third world in­
formed the world that the population 
control practised by the developed 
nations was about to end not to es­
calate.
After blaming the third world for 
population problems, the US has at­
tacked the Arab oil-producing na­
tions with avengeance.lt is the Arabs, 
they maintain, who are responsible 
for all our problems ranging from 
famine to inflation. Kissinger and 
Butz, in blaming Arab oil prices and 
oil embargos for reducing the supply 
of fertiliser, have chosen to ignore a 
very important fact concerning their 
own country. If there is such a ferti­
liser shortage in the world, why did 
over half of all the US fertiliser ex­
ports last year and this year go to the 
Thieu regime in South Vietnam? Why 
has the Ford administration blocked 
all efforts by Congress to channel the 
fertiliser elsewhere?
Fortunately the majority of the 
UN delegates to the Rome Food Con­
ference saw US attacks against the 
Arabs for the red herring it was. Not 
many were taken in by the US at­
tempt to shift the focus of the de­
bate from the issue of ‘international 
agricultural adjustment’ the restruc­
turing of world food production in a 
way that will eliminate food depen­
dency by underdeveloped nations 
upon the rich nations. The third 
world has not been blind to the fact 
that the United States has controlled 
the food supply and has used food as 
a political weapon long before the 
price of oil and fertilisers doubled.
The third world sees the Organi­
zation of Petroleum Exporting Coun­
tries (OPEC) as a force to hit back at 
imperialism. The Arabs are guilty of 
exploitation, but the nations they are 
exploiting are the ‘have’ nations — 
those nations which have built their 
economies upon exploiting lesser 
developed nations. The oil-producing 
nations were themselves exploited 
economically for so long by the in­
dustrialised nations that they can 
hardly be expected to be lenient with 
their former masters. No longer are 
they prepared to be subservient.
If the United States cannot com­
pete it will fall by the way-side with 
little sympathy from the third world. 
The underdeveloped nations, present­
ly witnessing the victories of the 
Arabs are realising that the American 
yoke can be thrown off, and the 
seemingly all-powerful demi-gods of 
imperialism can be de-throned.
The Peoples Republic of China 
has strongly supported the Arab posi­
tion and even India, famine stricken 
and corruptly governed, has stead­
fastly supported the Arab countries, 
while criticising American consumer? 
ism. Why the US continues to main­
tain its blame shifting and ignoring 
criticism from the third world is bb? 
vious. The world is rapidly coming to 
a realisation, spurred on by the food 
crisis, that something has got. to be 
done about the empire of the USA 
before it has a chance to spread its 
net over the globe. The Americans are 
so desperate for others to blame that 
when defeated over their Arab .and 
population positions, they have re­
treated to blaming it on the weather. 
In frustration they have even hinted 
and threatened to drop out of the 
United Nations altogether if it does 
not correspond with American in­
terest.
The Food for Peace programme, 
which was set up in 1954, was orga-i 
nised for the purpose of supporting 
the surpluses of US farmers and as a 
means to exert political influence on 
recipient countries.
As an example, in 1967, after a 
major drought in northern India, vast 
shipments of American grain were 
held back until the Indian govern­
ment signed concessional agreements 
with US fertiliser corporations.
Presently the Food for Peace pro­
gramme sees half the total shipments 
going to back the military dictator­
ships of Lon Nol in Cambodia and 
Thieu in Saigon.
As an example of how the Food 
for Peace programme backs farm sur­
plus, we have only to look at the 
case of the tobacco farmers. The US 
Department of Agriculture has a con­
tract to subsidise all tobacco farms. If 
the crops are not sold, the US govern­
ment must purchase the surplus. Thus 
the government has large storehouses 
full of nothing but tobacco. This 
tobacco cannot be released upon the 
market without lowering prices, so it 
is channelled into the Food for 
Peace programme along with all the 
other surpluses and sent overseas as 
‘food aid’.
Over one third of all the food
‘donated’ in this programme during 
the years of 1972 and 1973 was in 
the form of tobacco.
And what happens to this tobacco 
when it hits Saigon? It is funnelled 
through a black market network by 
the Saigon regime and the profits 
funnelled back to line the pockets of 
the brass on Thieu’s dictatorship.
The confrontation that has finally 
developed between the ‘have’ nations 
and the ‘have not’ nations does indi­
cate a healthy trend insofar as third 
world consciousness has progressed 
tp the point where the white man’s 
burden has decided the ride is over 
and wasn’t worth it anyway.
That the new toughness on the 
part of the Arab oil producing coun­
tries in standing up to the big indust­
rial states while aiding developing 
countries will result in a new global 
co-operation between all the parties 
at this time appears like so much 
wishful thinking.
The chances of anything but a 
more severe polarisation occurring in 
the foreseeable future is particularly 
unlikely in the light of Doc Kissinger’s 
recent announcement that the US 
does not discount the possibility of> 
military intervention should the Arabs 
try another oil embargo against the 
home of the brave.
Meanwhile back on the food front 
the word is out that some of the 
poorer people in major cities of 
countries like Canada and Australia 
are turning to dog food for their 
daily protein.
—Georgia Straight
“Starvation in India doesn't worry 
me one bit. Not one iota it doesn't, 
man. And it doesn't worry you if 
you're honest. You just pose. You 
don't even know it exists. You've 
just seen the charity ads. You can't 
pretend to me that an ad reaches 
down into the depths o f your soul 
and actually makes you feel more 
for these people than, for instance, 
you feel about getting a new-car." 
Paul McCartney.
RIE  
RECORD 
COLLECTOR
PURVEYORS OF ANYTHING SALEABLE 
PRESENTING
MUSICAL ARTIFACTS IN THE ‘POP’ VEIN 
OF SIGNIFICANT HISTORICAL INTEREST. 
IITEM 1. One only kit Avon cosmetics endorsed by 
Jim Keays.
2. Issi Di’s Bette Middler costume.
3. One only Sunbury promisory note.
4. A Doug Parkinson spare wheel cover.
5. The Greg Young Breast Plate & Carpace.
6. Replica Phillip Frazer Edsel Award 1971.
7. Two months’ gourmet holiday with Terry 
Cleary’s teeth.
RECOR-D C O L L E C T O R  —TWO SHOPS: CNR. TOORAK 
ROAD AND DAVIS AVENUE, SOl/TH YARRA, 267.1885, AND 
&  710 GLENFERRIE ROAD, HAWTHORN, 819.1917.
*  ' 'Si i  I i ^ -  ■ -------- - ------
THE GULF COMMITTEE
PUBLICATIONS AVAILABLE 
Documents of the Nptional Struggle in Oman
and the Arabian Gulf............................................. ...$2.80
Political Prisoners in the Oil States:
Bahrain, Iran, Orman, Saudi Arabia............... ..........  .72c
Oil and Investment in Oman............................................... 29c
The Arms build up in the Indian Ocean
and the Gulf............................................ .............. . .24c
9th June Studies.' '
Oman: A class analysis.................... ....................... ...... .48c
The Oman War, 1957-1959: A critical analysis............  .60c
The United Arab Amirates and Qatar................................. 72c
Send money to: THE GULF COMMITTEE, 
c/o LC.D.P.
6 Endsleigh Street, London, W.C.1 
U.K.
(Add 25c por item for postage)
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By Alistair Jones
The Tamworth dream — that it’s 
the capital city for country music — 
must be good and true. Why else 
would a busload of over-thirty 
country music followers from 
Melbourne’s outer suburbs drive 
flat-out for 700 miles and sleep 
six-a-room on foldaway beds in a 
sleazy motel in some dusty provincial 
city under the curse of a heatwave?
Our busload of twangy, 
unpretentious voices was rallied 
together by the Victorian Country 
Music Guild. We numbered about 40, 
played country music cassettes up and 
back (often several sorts 
simultaneously) and played and sang 
country tunes on a battered guitar 
that seemed especially untuned for 
the occasion. There’s a trail of twisted 
ring-things from the 50 dozen cans of 
beer we guzzled that runs right up the 
dusty guts of central New South 
Wales.
Our troupe was led by Barbara 
Dowling, one of the judges of the 
Australasian Country Music Awards 
we travelled to attend. There are 
eleven judges for the ACMAs. Six are 
from radio stations in the eastern 
states and the other five are like 
Barbara, writers, “real amateur” 
writers, mostly unread outside 
obscure country music magazines and 
guild newsletters. Barbara lives with 
her mother in a tiny white house that 
leans against the side of Warrandyte 
Road. The house — surrounded by 
long grass and a few stringy shrubs — is 
crammed full of country music 
records, country music books and 
periodicals, country music trivia and 
some old furniture. A friend described 
Barabara’s lifestyle as “living off the 
smell of an oily rag.” Barbara, who is 
almost totally blind, could compile a 
reliable Who’s Who in Australian 
country music from her formidable 
memory. She intercepted Johnny 
Cash at the airport last time he came 
to Australia and has made what must 
be a pilgrimage to Nashville three 
times in the last four years. Your true 
country music fan is more of an 
addict.
When our bus pulled up at the 
Westhaven motel in Tamworth we
found that Barbara had drafted 
sleeping arrangements that had the 
men in one batch of rooms and the 
women in another, apparently to 
utilize space. Fifteen of our number 
refused to even cross the Westhaven’s 
shabby portals. “Get nicked ya’ 
pommie bastards” retorted Barbara. 
Piss off, stick it up your arse, good 
riddance. “Now Barbara-, don’t get 
stroppy” soothed her mother, before 
echoing her daughter’s sentiments.
And what an arsehole of a 
lodging-house the Westhaven was. A 
complex of weatherboard huts that 
peered bleakly onto the New England 
highway like a cluster of abandoned 
changing sheds on some oily beach.
The sudden departure of the 
fifteen mutineers afforded my 
photographer and I the luxury of a 
small room to ourselves fitted with 
one single bed, a Hecla jug and a 
bathmat. Hardly sumptuous but 
better than the first run which had me 
sleeping with two aged yodellers from 
Bumie, Tasmania (called Beau and 
Andy) in a room with only two beds. 
We would doubtless have rotated the 
standing asleep shift.
When we finally hit town, the 
talent quest was starting' in the 
Tamworth Town Hall. Talent quests 
are big news for country devotees. It’s 
a chance to hit the Big Time. This one 
— which had an open section, a gospel 
section, a band section, an under-15 
section and a songwriters section — 
carried the added mystique of being 
set in country music capital. Where 
dreams come true? Well, at least the 
judges were the local dreammakers — 
personalities from the radio and TV 
station, the originators of the whole 
“little Nashville” hype. About ten 
people from our busload came up 
chiefly to compete. There was always 
the fantasy that this year’s winner 
could well become the industry’s new 
talent in the year after next.
The judges chose just who I 
suspected would win this hick turn. A 
girl in white boots from the bush who 
yodelled “Get A Long Little Doggie” 
While accompanying herself solidly on 
the guitar. There were six simple 
modulations in the accompaniment, 
and while the girl had pitch difficulties 
in some of the trickier parts, she was
open section. She received 40 bucks. 
“I won it at Cranboume last year. I 
reckon I’m not doing too bad for an 
old bird of 42.” Later that weekend 
she explained that she once had a lover 
who ran off from her and married 
someone else in Sydney. Whenever she 
hears his name or thinks of him she 
does fall to pieces.
The talent quest and the .January 
country music jamboree have been an 
annual event for half a dozen years 
now. It was eight years ago that radio 
Tamworth (2TM) made its historic 
program change to start a half hour 
country music program. It was called 
“Hoedown” and was compered by 
John Minson. Minson, who still 
prefers jazz, played three-chord 
Australian country music and the 
show was a raging success. These days 
it runs from 7,30 p.m. to 11.00 p.m. 
every week night and due to 2TM’s- 
unobstructed wave-length, it can be 
heard from northern Victoria to 
southern Queensland. “Hoedown” 
and the nationally syndicated 
Country Music Jamboree (hosted by 
Eric Scott) pushed country music for 
all it was worth and started including 
“country music capital” in the 
s ta tio n ’s identification. 2TM’s 
incredible success in the country 
market lead them to put on concerts 
and start the annual jamboree.
It just grew and grew. John Minson 
started becoming a legendary patron 
saint and Eric Scott left 2TM to 
establish Hadley studios in Tamworth. 
A farmer from Perth moved his family 
to Tamworth in 1971 and recorded 
“There’s A Redback On The Toilet 
Seat” scoring a national hit for himself 
and Hadley studios.
In 1972 2TM established the 
Australasian Country Music Awards 
and the first presentation was made in 
Tamworth Town. Hall on January 28, 
1973. Slim Dusty scooped the pool as 
he has done every year since then. 
Today the awards are the standard of 
merit for the country music record 
industry. And Tamworth is 
developing into a musical community; 
a scene no less.
Twenty miles up the rpad from 
Tamworth is sleepy Currabubula. Real 
Tammy Wynette country. Set in dry 
plains dotted with pointy, 
tree-covered hills Currabubula is a
only human and kept very calm. As a 
yodel hers was swiss-flavoured and 
quite authentic. She was young and 
had obviously worked hard.
The Winner and her friend were 
pretty smart about the quest. They 
submitted three entries — one for each 
of them on their own and one as a duo 
— so that by the end of their three 
number bracket you were left with the 
impression that these young lassies 
were endowed with many 
accomplishments, apart from their 
chorus girl legs and youthful — if 
slightly whining — voices.
Not all the contestants were so 
readily accommodated. Like there 
was demure Dot who appeared to have 
taken up the piano accordian quite 
recently. She followed her book of 
first simple pieces to the crotchet as 
she laboured through the “Lone Prai- 
rie” . There was a spate of nasal girls in 
gingham shirts, white boots and 
homely voices, a handful of would-be 
Slim Dustys, people from all over the 
east coast who could strum two 
chords and sing three. John Denver’s 
“Gee It’s Good To Be Back Home 
Again” was a popular entry; it was 
played a dozen times. There was a 
young chap from Tasmania who sang 
“I Wonder Where My Baby’s At 
Tonight” in a comfortable voice; he 
was real good but the judges didn’t go 
for him much. There were many 
lounge-room larynxes and a couple of 
meandering accordian players. A slow 
learner on the harmonica and a couple 
of family acts where the young sons 
with flashy Fender guitars would 
wince as their ageing uncles picked 
reliable cliche fills on their Gretsch 
Country Gentleman guitars. And 
there were some good country singers 
with nasal Joan Baez voices and a bent 
for morbid romantic tunes.
The only member of our 
contingent to score in the quest was 
Nola McFarlane from Melbourne (via 
South Gippsland). Her serious 
rendering of the old Patsy Klyne hit, 
“I Fall To Pieces” came seventh in the
. Suzanne Prentice, a smile for Nashville
t h e
■Tonyvortfi D fé a m
Winners o f the Australian Country Music Awards, scooped again by Slim Dusty (under the hat).
In which champagne flows 
and farmers become stars
pub, a hall (where an annual art show 
is big news for most of NSW), a 
truckstop, dust, a church and a 
population of 180. Five miles out of 
Currabubula is a wheat property with 
pig, farm called Angel wood, home of 
the Sheedy family. Their two sons, 
Peter and Mark play guitar and bass 
(respectively) and have turned two 
rooms of the family house into a 
studio. They have a four-track Teac 
deck for recording, and using other 
young local players they have 
recorded a few singles in the light 
country rock vein. WEA have arranged 
tb distribute the Angelwood label.
WEA, who have been shopping 
around for a country label for some 
time, have offered to lend Angelwood 
money, but definitely lend it as in 
“̂paying it back eventually”, Peter 
Sheedy, main force behind the 
project, is not going to borrow money 
until he has something to record that 
has a good chance of paying it back. “I 
believe in proceeding very cautiously. 
We are at the stage at the moment 
where we don’t owe, anybody any 
money and we are able to make a 
living from it.”
Local drummer Mick Crockett 
asked us if we had a go on the tractor 
at Angelwood. He recalled the days 
when he used to go out to Angelwood 
to do a session and would then work 
the tractor for a couple of hours to 
pay for the studio time. The studio is 
about 12 feet by 15 feet and lined 
with egg cartons. At Angelwood we 
met Paul, crazy Paul. He has lent the 
Sheedy brothers money from time to 
time and is probably a local farmer’s 
son. He cackled with glee when 
recounting how he has flogged half a 
dozen Angelwood records in a local 
pub. “Hey wanna buy a record. There 
are only 200 copies and all of them are 
hot.”
Angelwood has just made an 
agreement with Roger Savage at 
Armstrong Studios in Melbourne to 
have use of a mobile recording truck if 
an occasion arises where they need to 
overdub strings, or separate complex 
arrangements. The engineers at 
Armstrongs see it as a restful 
assignment for some strungout panel 
operator.
The Geoff Brown Show — perhaps
the best local, band /records for 
Angelwood. Geoff Brown is the 
father, strumming an acoustic guitar 
out front. Son Gary, 19, plays lead 
guitar and. very well — in the style of 
Dicky Betts from the Allman Brothers 
band. Cousin Robbie plays bass and 
also sings a bit. Robbie featured on 
“Beautiful World” , a country rock 
release from Angelwood that won this 
year’s ACMA newcomer section. The 
Geoff Brown Show, which has a 
resident clown, plays several night a 
week in the area.
Also in the area is Slim Newton, the 
“Redback” man. He lives in a caravan. 
Next door to Slim in the caravan park 
is one Tony Sweeney, as sweet a pedal 
steel player as you’re ever likely to 
hear. And then there’s Silver Spur 
studios run by a Melbourne ex-patriot, 
Tony Tapp. Aside from his studio,, 
Tapp plays guitar, sings popular 
country rock tunes and makes sound 
systems. These systems, Tamsound, 
were used (for gratis) throughout the 
weekend jamboree and sounded 
pretty good.
A popular fantasy amongst local 
young musos is to one day get over to 
Nashville (USA) where they might be 
hailed as shithot, or more reasonably 
learn a few things. Bring on the 
rhinestone suits.
Sunday, rtigjit the Town Hall was 
dolled up with tinsel and spotlight. 
Microphones everywhere. The 
proceedings only made sense when 
you realised that the presentations 
were being broadcast live on radio. 
The compere was1 describing 
everything as it happened in an oily 
voice of forced jocularity. Periodically 
John Minson would slip out from the 
wings and deliver a polished advert for 
the sponsors of the show — Wrangler 
shirts (tough as old rope). Background 
music would well-up. mysteriously 
while the hostesses — in low cut velvet 
and honey-dew tresses — collected the 
winners from the audience. 
Apparently the winners had known 
for a week but most of them managed 
to look both surprised and moved. 
Except young  ̂Robbie Brown who 
didn’t know; he looked stunned, and 
just grinned.
It was a tuxedo night for Tam worth 
personalities — square, forties suits
that debutantes’ partners wear. The 
uncelebrated locals sat in more homey 
gear, confused by the giddy level of 
excitement onstage. Local MP, 
Sinclair made one presentation and 
looked awkward in his official 
capacity. He had that Doug Anthony 
uneasiness where smiles start late and 
Unger on too long. And stiff legs as if 
he was hiding a bare ankle under one 
trouser cuff. Almost all the special 
guests — ranging from the head of 
Wrangler, through entrepreneur 
Harry M- Miller, to a chiffon lady 
called Higginbotham who apparently 
owns most of the local TV station — 
found it difficult to give a convincing 
performance for the estimated 
100,000 radio audience and appear 
reasonable to the audience in the hall! 
simultaneously. It was Uke peeping 
through the window at a radio play. 
Eric Scott from Hadley records made 
a cry for the proudly all-Australian 
recorded product that would’ve 
sounded inspirational by the treadle 
wireless in the outback but looked 
manic Uve in Tamworth. It was all a 
publicity stunt (“Pure genius” slurred 
one drunken radio man from Sydney 
later) to attract the nation’s eye to 
Tamworth, via the Press people in the 
audience.
Record industry execs from the 
capital cities had been in Tamworth 
for some days by this stage — seeing if 
there were deals to be made and 
activities to get in on. The locals 
welcome their interest and encourage 
their attention. The more money and 
access to resources that can be made 
to flow through Tamworth the better. 
When it’s all boiled down it’s still a 
.separate town 200 miles from the 
nearest capital city with its own 
local industry. Let’s inflate the 
“mini-Nashville” hype and we’ll all 
prosper.
Slim Dusty won two prizes — one 
for the best album and one for the best 
male vocal. The prizes take the form 
of “The Golden Guitar” — a glittering 
model of a semi-acoustic cutaway that 
stands about eight inches high on a 
wooden base, hand polished by John 
Minson. Slim’s wife Joy won the 
APRA award for the best composition 
— “The Biggest Disappointment.” 
(“The biggest disappointment in the
family was me/I couldn’t be the 
person they wanted me to be . . . ”)
Rex Dallas, a quiet bespectacled 
yodeller with a high voice won the 
best E.P. (A quaint 7 inch disc with 
four tracks — they’ve all but died out 
in every sphere except country 
music). Jean Stafford, a beaky young 
housewife from Burnie,,Tasmania was 
this year’s best female vocalist. Best 
instrumental was “Nashville Express” 
from Nev Nichols and his Country 
Playboys. Young Phillip Emmenuel, 
the lead guitarist bn the winning track, 
rocked onto the Tamworth stage in a 
white suit and resort tan and blew the 
place apart with some flashy lead 
guitar on a borrowed instrument. The 
Country Playboys have a residency at 
the Texas Tavern in Sydney. Top 
selling country record was Johnny 
Chester’s “My Kind Of Woman.” 
That’s one old pop star who has had 
his career rejuvenated by country 
music. New talent was Rob Brown on 
the Angelwood label — a little 
something from the “Cinderella 
studio.” Best group was Melbourne’s 
polished Hawking Brothers.
After the prizes were all announced 
— and the Press release with full details 
distributed — the boys from thé Geoff 
Brown show backed various artists 
including Rex Dallas and Jean 
Stafford. Last year’s top female, 
Suzanne Prentice sang a couple of 
songs. She’s an alarmingly self-assured 
sixteen-year-old from New Zealand/ 
•When Suzanne spotted me crouching 
by the footlights, my camera in hand, 
she struck a full-beam smile and held it 
through two choruses until she heard 
thé shutter click. Such wide-eyed 
smoothness. She’s going to head for 
Nashville.
Then every prize winner mounted 
the tinsel stage, linked arms and sang 
“The Biggest Disappointment”. The 
show ended with Gary Brown and 
Phillip Emmenuel swapping 
lightning-fast electric guitar licks. 
Very flash.
There was a champagne reception 
afterwards where winners and judges 
mingled freely. And favoured fans 
could look on. Towards the end of it, 
when drinks were down to slops and 
the last piece of bread-rolled Spam 
had been gobbled, I spoke to John 
Minson. He was affable and charming 
as we discussed the local legend and 
how good it was for Taha worth. And 
2TM. He still prefers jazz. He laughed, 
encouraged me to write a book about 
life behind the scenes in country 
music and said, “Look, we’d be 
playing Chinese music if we thought it 
would be popular.”
The ABC's rock station, Doublejay:
And in the big city, 
an outbreak of radio mania
By Grant Evans
The Hay plains is a long jag by 
car. Flat as a billiard table and as 
bare. A dead straight road stretching 
out for hundreds of kilometres only 
broken by a mild curve or the swoop 
of a hawk after a fieldmouse in the 
grass apron at the side of the road. 
“A hundred and fourteen in the 
waterbag out there some days” a 
bloke at one of the towns across the 
plains told us.
By mid-morning the mirages had 
already swallowed up the tip of the 
stretch ahead and changed distant 
trucks into trees and then into 
trucks again. We’d prepared our­
selves with what seemed like hun­
dreds of tapes. We plugged in the Air­
plane singing ‘Saturday afternoon, 
acid incense and balloons’ as we tore 
at top speed along the dotted road 
line to Sydney. It’s a round about 
way to go to Sydney from Melbourne 
sure, but a nice trip all the same.
What’s this got to do with 2dj.' 
Well, we weren’t able to pick up the 
station until we had got to some­
where near Lithgow and had to juggle 
tapes for about ten hours. They 
could do a good promo-rave: d o  
away with all those messy old cas­
settes and listen to 2JJ.”
Double Jay, 2JJ, Head of the Dial, 
JJ Rock or 1540, is the new rock 
station in Australia, and believe me
it’s fantastic to listen to hours of j 
good music without being assaulted j 
by commercials.
The idea for, and the style of the 
station came almost directly from 
the success of Chris Winter’s weekly 
ABC programme, Room to Move, 
which specialises in obscure recent I 
and past rock records. There’s no- ; 
thing Uke listening to Deep Purple j 
and having a cool, unruffled ABC j 
voice introducing and wrapping them I 
up. Even though they recruited for j 
the new station from the commercial! 
stations the tone of voice is still ABC, j 
merged with a supercool, laid-back ! 
muso rave. (2JJ claims they could i 
have cleaned out the commercial sta- j 
tions in Sydney. They had enough I 
applications for announcers’ jobs — |
they don’t like ‘DJ’ and are searching 
for a new term — to set up four 
stations.)
The response to the station has 
been overwhelming. Within two days 
2JJ had to ask people to stop phoning 
in because of the number of calls, and 
they have received hundreds of letters 
from all over Australia and from New 
Zealand. Of course, there have been 
complaints — one from someone ask­
ing if they would kindly desist from 
cutting out the local station at Taree, 
and others complaining that they 
were wasting taxpayers’ money.
Rossljm Chaney, who seems to 
hold the whole operation together, 
and Marius Webb, one of the co­
ordinators of the station (the other 
is Ron Walsh), saw the station as one 
small contribution to creating a focus 
for an alternative culture amongst 
people ‘out there’ between the ages 
of fifteen and thirty. They don’t 
overestimate their influence. The sta­
tion is primarily concerned with mu­
sic and they see this as an important 
binding force within the group they 
are aiming at. But in between they 
provide an alternative source of news
and information that will not be 
transmitted over any of the other sta­
tions. On the day before US President 
Ford’s ‘amnesty’ for draft dodgers 
and deserters from the US was up, 
the station invited phone calls from 
any GIs in Sydney and allowed them 
to tip the can on the amnesty.
A day was also given over on the 
first anniversary of the Bathurst pri­
son revolt to discussing the revolt and 
prison reform. Then there was the 
latest medical evidence from the US 
for legalising marijuana — it’s been 
used for curing addiction to other 
drugs including alcohol.
Chaney and Webb think that the 
station could provide an important 
boost for local bands whose records 
get very little airtime in Australia. 
Without the pressures of the private 
stations, 2JJ isn’t forced to play the 
same line-up of records day in and 
day out. They can drag out tracks 
lost in the myriad of albums from 
the last ten years, to make their first 
ever appearance on air. Reports are 
already filtering back that the sale of 
‘unheard of’ records has begun to rise 
in some Sydney record stores.
They played the whole of Bob 
Dylan’s new album, Blood on the 
Tracks, straight through the day be­
fore it was released. You couldn’t 
help doing a double take at the end 
of every track to remind yourself 
that this was radio.
What’s happened is that radio has 
reasserted itself as a gathering point 
in Sydney. It’s even become a bit of 
a mania. Getting on toward midnight 
a friend staggered into the living 
room dragging behind him a huge 
wooden early 1950’s radiogram. It 
had been put out in the garbage in 
one of the outer suburbs, but he’d 
decided it was worth reclaiming. A 
few quick repairs and healthy whacks 
on the side and the monster blurted 
forth 2JJ.
The station has come under some 
criticism because it doesn’t have any 
women announcers. Webb claims that 
they are aware of the gap but says it 
is a bit of a vicious circle because al­
most no women consider going into 
radio. People concerned with ‘access 
radio’ are also critical of the station’s 
emphasis on ‘professionalism’ and
therefore its exclusiveness. One small 
move in this direction has been to re­
quest listeners to map out an hour’s 
programme which will then be selec­
ted and played right through. Inter- 
nally they have attempted to organise 
the station democratically by having 
all staff members participate in deci­
sion making meetings. Rosslyn 
Chaney says there is an acceptance of 
a division of labour within the station. 
“People specialising in their own areas 
have most control over them. And as 
far as I’m concerned that’s okay. For 
instance, I’m not all that interested 
in organising the record library, so 
it’s up to the people there to work 
out how they want to organise it.” 
There are still plenty of problems 
facing the development of the station 
and they’re still experimenting. But 
being able to listen to radio for a 
whole day is a bit unreal — 2JJ can be 
picked up in other capitals at night. 
And just to make sure it really exis­
ted, I went in and had a talk to the 
‘Magus’ during a late afternoon ses­
sion in which he was rash enough to 
say over the radio: “I guess 2JJ is the 
Digger on air.”
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“Hallelujah I'm a bum, but my dole cheque still won't come.”
W hat a hassle
Neils Hutchinson
by Dolores Dey
It seems that the Christmas period 
has been more of a breakdown than a 
break for the Department of Social 
Security. Each day hundreds of peo­
ple troop up to the ninth floor of the 
Australian government centre in Mel­
bourne to complain about overdue 
Unemployment or Sickness benefit 
cheques, muttering under their breath 
or shouting things like: “It’s like the 
depression” and “They don’t give a 
stuff about us” .
It was my unfortunate experience 
recently to pay a visit to the Com­
monwealth offices — that ominous 
green monolith at the corner of 
Spring and LaTrobe Streets, and 
lodge a complaint of my own.
I registered for the dole on Dec­
ember 24. On January 23 I still 
hadn’t received a cheque so I decided 
to investigate. It seems that my first 
form had been mislaid (a not too un­
usual occurence, as I later discover­
ed). I obtained duplicates of all four 
forms from the Professional Employ­
ment'Bureau, where I am registered, 
was warned by an employment offi­
cer that I might have to wait and set 
off down to the Department of Social 
Security.
I arrived at the 
benefits office on the ninth floor at 
10.30 am. It was packed — about 150 
people, of whom about 90 per cent 
were male and about 85 per cent 
were migrants. There were about 12 
booths to service enquiries, nine of 
which were actually operating.
The first part of the process was 
to join the end of One of the queues 
extending in front of each operating 
booth. If you happened to be un­
lucky you might stand in a queue of 
about ten people, wait for an hour, 
then just before the three people in 
front of you got served the clerk han­
dling the enquiries would tell you the 
queue closed on the person in front. So 
you’d move to another queue and 
just hope that it wouldn’t happen 
again. A major understaffing problem 
was evident; quite ironic in the face 
of the teeming unemployed.
Fortunately for me, the queue 
closed behind me and I only had to 
wait about an hour and a half to be 
“served” . During this wait several 
skirmishes occurred m other parts of 
the room due 16 the closing of 
queues.
To make matters worse most of 
the clerks were English-speaking 
only. I saw no signs of Greek, Italian 
or Yugoslav interpreters — oh, there 
was one Chinese clerk.
I finally got tp the front, stated 
my case and the clerk told.me that 
he’d arrange for a “counter cheque”, 
but I’d probably have to wait awhile.
“All day perhaps?” I said faceti­
ously.
“Yeah, maybe all day,” he replied, 
quite seriously.
As there were few chairs, and all 
the flower-pot stands were occupied, 
I sat on a floor, thick with ash and 
cigarette butts. A few of the people 
were drunk, others curled up asleep 
on the floor.
A cleaner who came in about 
an hour later accidentally nudged 
one of them awake with his broom. 
The bloke sprang to life and threat­
ened to “punch his fuckin’ head in” 
if he touched him again. The cleaner 
just shrugged his shoulders, shook 
his head slowly and went on resign­
edly ploughing his way through acres 
of shit on.the floor.
Being a veteran of government 
waiting rooms, and bearing in mind 
the warning given me at the profess­
ional employment bureau, I had 
brought a big book with me.
My reading was soon interrupted 
by the arrival of “Joybell” . A giant 
of a woman, with powerful shoulders, 
she elbowed her way to the front of 
the line in no time, protesting loudly 
in thick alcoholic tones that she was 
five months pregnant. This inform­
ation seemed to cut no ice with the 
clerks and she soon found herself 
back at the end of the line. She de­
manded a'seat on the grounds of her 
pregnancy, and soon obtained one
despite the fact that there were sev­
eral women who already had children 
and were holding them in their arms.
Joybell had a few cans with her 
and soon attracted a small audience 
to her continual patter, heavily punc­
tuated with “darlin’s” and “ five 
muns pregnan’ you know’s” .
At 1.30 pm theYirst lot of coun­
ter cheque names were read out.
Mine was not among them. I gazed 
longingly after the people filing out 
into the corridor, most of whom had 
been there since I arrived, and settled 
back to wait for another couple of 
hours. The woman sitting next to me 
said that the cheques arrived in lots: 
one at ¿0.30, one at 1.30 and one at 
3.30. She’d been in a few weeks pre­
viously, after an operation on her 
leg. Still gammy, she was shown no 
special consideration, and had to 
stand in the queue like everyone 
else.
I heard several other nasty stories 
from people while we were waiting. 
One man had been in for the last 
four days from nine till five and 
still hadn’t got his cheque! Another 
man was waiting for a cheque for 
$67 5 to support him, his wife and 
seven children. Everyone had a tale 
to tell, and most of us were bored 
enough to listen to them all.
About the middle of the after­
noon a man started shouting about 
what an outrageous situation it was 
and how someone should contact the 
television stations and the papers. He 
didn’t want to do it himself he said 
because he was a “new Australian” 
and felt his opinion would not carry 
as much weight as that of an “Austra­
lian”. No-one responded. He finally 
made the call himself and proceeded 
to wait for the only station that he’d 
been able to get through to, to arrive.
They didn’t show. But shortly after­
wards all the people whose enquir­
ies had already been handled and 
who were waiting for cheques, were 
moved to another office on the eighth 
floor. In no time at all it was a rep­
lica of the one above — dividing 
screens were borrowed from other
departments to shield what was go­
ing on behind the desk-clerks and the 
public address system was set up 
again.
We’d been there about 15 minutes 
when Joybell spewed. Her popularity 
took a sudden dive. In spite of num­
erous complaints no-one came to 
clean it up, although two plainclothes 
police appeared almost immediately 
and took stock of the situation. Joy­
bell disappeared but the spew re­
mained and most mothers had their 
work cut out for the next couple 
of hours steering their kids away 
from it.
One woman (Greek I think) had 
been there all day with her child. The 
kid had been bustling round tearing 
up Women's Weeklys, given her to 
look at by well-meaning people, and 
chattering away to herself. Now she 
was asleep on her mother’s shoulder. 
Her mother, still standing, looked 
pretty confused much of the time, 
unable to understand the instructions 
announced over the indistinct PA.
I started a conversation with her 
at one stage, and she asked me if I 
would try to explain her situation at 
the desk because she had trouble 
communicating with the clerks. I 
explained that she’d been there 
all day and that neither she nor her 
child had had anything to eat and 
could they please find out if there 
was any point in her waiting any 
longer. After much enquiry between 
floors they finally discovered that 
her cheque had been approved but 
was nowhere to be found.
“Unless it’s in the pile” , said one 
■of the clerks, indicating a pile of 
cheques that had been there for over 
half an hour. It was. Even then they 
nearly didn’t give it to her because it 
was her husband’s sickness benefits 
cheque (he was home sick). She fin­
ally found some satisfactory identif­
ication and left with the cheque 
about 4.30 pm.
At 4.50, with a splitting headache 
from the confined space and cigar­
ette smoke, I left. I’d never catch the 
bank anyway. One.of the clerks ass­
ured me that if my cheque wasn’t 
called out in the next ten minutes I 
would definitely get it in the mail on
I t f iW  ....... %"
The west coast of Tasmania is lit­
tered with the bones of luckless mari­
ners and Colonel Sanders chickens, 
and it is across Bass Strait and 300 
miles over this stormy boullion that 
the annual Westcoaster race is run.
To join an ocean racing yacht race 
crew you need to be an expert sailor 
or a top bullshit artist. As It hap­
pened Pagan was desperately short of 
both and I scrambled abpard armed 
with only enough sea sick tablets to 
make a fair sized junket, and a folding 
brolly in case of inclement weather.
Heading down Port Phillip it’s 
beautiful weather with the yacht fleet 
— a gay flotilla of toe nail clippings — 
strung across our grimy bay. We soon 
exhaust our supplies of nautical 
jokes and Seppelts Moyston, and on 
through the Rip and the seafarer’s 
heart lifts and the stomach turns to
Tuesday (Monday being a holiday).
I knew I could borrow money to 
tide me over the next few days, a sit­
uation far from true for other people, 
especially those with families to 
support.
My cheque didn’t arrive on Tues­
day. On Thursday it still hadn’t arriv­
ed. I headed back to the ninth floor
about noon, having waited for the 
post.
Same room, same number of peo-; 
pie but a whole different batch; only 
a few there from last Friday. It was a 
particularly hot day. Two rotary fans 
attached to the wall were operating; 
one behind the counter and one on 
our side. There were more women 
and young children. I hung about in 
the queue for another hour and a 
half, listening again to the verbal 
storms caused by closing queues.
The person in front of me gave 
me a.handout about the Unemploy­
ment Union (see Digger no. 40) rally 
being held in the city square on Feb­
ruary 14 at 5 pm, and muttered pat­
ronising platitudes about’“bureau­
cracy” and “the machine” to a girl 
"behind me who had been telling me 
about the hassles she had being re­
tarded.
“No-one believes I’m twenty” , she 
said, (she looks about 14 years old).
“Why don’t you carry your birth 
certificate?” I asked.
“My dad bunted it before he pass­
ed away”. She really wants a job but 
she hasn’t worked since last July and 
no-one seems particularly concerned 
about getting her one.
At 1 pm I tell my story again. 
They check bn it, then tell me to 
wait for a counter cheque. This time 
I ask quite seriously: “All day?”
“No” , says the clerk, “at the most 
an hour and a half” .
I settle myself on the corner of a 
flower-pot stand and get stuck into 
George Eliot again. Suddenly there’s 
shouting on my left. A man in shorts 
is chastising one of the “derros” 
who was there last Friday, for not 
coming to the Unemployment Union 
meeting. He’s basically putting the 
case for collective strength, but the 
derro’s not interested, and as soon as 
the union person is gone he starts be­
moaning his lot again.
It’s very hot and a whole new set 
of stories around the same themes of 
inefficiency, carelessness and hard 
times drift past my ear. The cleaner 
stuck his head through the door at 
about 1.3U, grimaced, shook his head 
and left.
At 2.45 pm my name was finally 
called and I was told that my cheque 
had actually been posted about three 
hours ago (around the time I arrived) 
and that it would definitely be in to­
morrow’s mail.
It wasn’t. I rang the post office to 
see if it might come in a later delivery 
and was told * that if it wasn’t in the 
6 am delivery then it hadn’t been 
posted at all.
This time before I went down to 
Spring Street I rang my employment 
officer at the Professional Employ­
ment Bureau (for the sixth time this 
week!) and explained my dilemma.
He was appalled and made a few 
phone calls on my behalf. He found 
out that thereiiad been a “mix-up 
with the computers?5" (a favourite ex­
cuse on the ninth floor) but that 
“everything was going to be alright” . 
The upshot of which was that I walk­
ed into the office (still full of people) 
at 4 pm, just in time to hear my name 
called out. Whereupon I was given a 
cheque for $31.00 (one week’s dole) 
to tide me over the weekend and was, 
once again, assured that my full 
cheque would be in Monday’s mail.
It is now Thursday night and I 
still have no cheque.
By Terry Cleary
the first of the mighty ocean swells 
and the beautiful Pagan sings a song 
of flying fish and coral islands while* 
rollicking dolphins roll in its wake, 
glistening tumbling tyre tubes.
As the race duration is about three 
days, watches are planned for 4 hour-* 
intervals with half the crew on deck 
during each watch. By now the hours 
of sitting in the comer of* the sunny 
cockpit, dreaming with the eye lids of 
the drowsy chicken finish, we go 
about racing the boat as the sun 
sinks like a picture slide behind the 
thin purple ribbon of the Victorian 
coast. The weather is still good, but 
steering the boat’s course for the no­
vice seems like backing a semi-trailer 
around a croquet course, and pro­
gress is made in a series of swoops 
and swerves. The skipper’s cfaggy 
head appears from below and his 
brows crinkle in annoyance and he
mutters salty, crusty 
Dawn the next day 
risen alarmingly, along with several 
Thursday’s dinners and Pagan's silver 
wake is laced with gouts of golden 
bile. The instructions on sea sick tabs 
don’t say how to keep them down... 
The wind whips the tops off the 
waves and they fall in tight 40 gallon 
parcels onto the helmsperson and re­
minds him it is folly to skimp on wet 
weather clothing. A pair of second 
hand municipal gardener’s rubber 
trousers can hoid about 25 imperial 
gallons of brine, and the human body 
isrinefficient as a heating element in m  
25 gallon electric jug. Moreover, 
movement is thus laboured, but the 
ageing skipper is marvelous to watch, 
moving across the deck with the pre­
cise economy of motion of a geriatric 
crab, and in stark contrast to the 
young athletes on board who found 
the boat too short or too narrow to
Contain them in their popping excite­
ment at a sail change order. Admira­
tion for the skipper/navigator soared 
further when after the crew’s 24 hour 
erratic steering, he remarked, low key 
as you like, that Tasmania’s Binnacle' 
Rock would emerge out of the sheets’ 
of rain and spray in 20 minutes.And 
it did by golly, just as if he’d ordered 
it painted on a cold front; fine off the 
port. bow*. And when he steered Pagan 
it came alive and we sat freezing 
and reverent as he talked to his 
yacht, cajoling and urging, bare­
footed, his little white feet like two 
dead seagulls crossed limply at the 
end of his. oil skin trousers. With 
their watch over, the weary crew 
flops below under by now wettex 
blankets, on pillows as damp and 
cold as a seal’s nose. But sleep comes 
easy below deck, in the surprisingly 
. • gentle European express train motion 
of.<i.sea-kindly yacht.
Soon the weather- abates' (as it 
always does) and the second full day 
saw Pagan running with the wind and 
crew, clothes and bedding drying out 
on the deck in beautiful sunny 
weather. We are touring down the 
Tassie coast in a way Women's 
Weekly could never promise. The sea, 
the colour that writers capably des-’ 
cribe as indescribable, and we are all 
very aware of the sky, the horizon, 
the cliffs and the, darting, diving sea 
birds.
So, in good shape Pagan and her 
jolly crew rounded the south west 
comer of Tasmania. The third day at 
sea on the last leg of the race. Now 
it’s King Neptune’s way on the fickle 
ocean that things don’t always go as 
planned and though the crew scarcely 
C9nsidered racing or winning, Mahara 
Ji or somebody had decided to send 
those boats leading us out to sea on a 
maverick wind. So, after a dead calm
> * v
we ghosted into the finishing straight 
to be greeted by a divine supercharge 
of wind. And so i t  was on this incense 
charged gale that Pagan heeled to it 
so that it’s gunwales and cockpit 
were awash, every inch of sail on and 
straight and hard as steel, the rigging 
drumining with tension, straight as an 
arrow up the Derwent River towards 
the finish line. It was thus, and 
exactly at this time, under the stem 
eye-glass of the commodore of the 
Hobart Yacht Squadron, that I had 
my last chance of making yet another 
sailing blunder — and I made it, by 
holding something or other arse about 
and the skipper marvelled at' my con­
sistency.
Winners, and over the finishing 
line we were greeted by an impressive 
bloke dressed a bit like Lord Nelson, 
waving a sword and a crate of cham­
pagne. The plan was for all three to 
land on board for the cameras, but
THE AUTHOR
when Nelson missed his footing it 
was all hands for the champers.
Hobart is a far better town than 
Echuca, and when Barbara arrived un­
announced from Melbourne, bare­
footed carrying a canvas duffle bag 
and a rubber dinghy we spent a 
happy week on the harbour. Tas­
manians seem nice folk. They are not 
old-fashioned or sexist, though they 
frequently claim “ She’ll be apples” .
The next week Pagan set sail for 
the leisurely cruise home. There was 
time to marvel at whales snorting and 
wheezing, giant seals waving languid 
from mossy rocks, soaring albatross, 
sinister sharks and full-blown jelly­
fish all dutifully floating past like an 
ancient scratchy backdrop to a Lloyd 
Bridges’ movie.
At home Melbourne seems a dreary 
place, and they look at a Westcoaster 
winner as if salt water comes out 
when he blows his nose. And it does.
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“Knowing that I would be 
transferred from this prison Bathurst 
to another, I could look on the 
situation as an outsider. Because 
it didn’t concern me one bit, whether 
the place fell down or someone
carted it away.”
At the comminai he; 
the Bathurst jail rebel
B1 Bddry, carpente
lays a rave
Hi
“On this day of the trouble I was playing cards in 1 yard and the 
first thing that I knew of any trouble was a prison officer come 
flying out of the theatre and he was screaming out “ Riot, riot, 
there is a riot! ”.I had three aces and a pair of nines in my hand and 
I wouldn’t have cared if Rome burnt down and I looked around 
and I thought where is the riot. He was the only man making any 
noise, the prison officer, and I sat with my trusty three aces and a 
pair of nines. Then everything went quiet. All you could hear was 
the flick of the cards. The the men came out of the theatre like 
young children coming back from a butchers’ picnic.”
That’s Bill Baldry telling Sydney’s Central Criminal Court how he saw the 
beginning of the uprising which burnt down Bathurst Gaol on Sunday Feb­
ruary 3 1974.
He was before the court charged, with 45 others, of “damaging” and 
“destroying” one of Her Majesty’s gaols.
He stood in court most of October 17 and 18 telling the court his story.
He thought he shouldn’t be there: “ I must say that I feel, as any free thinking 
man would do in any democratic country, that the wrong men have been 
brought to this court room to be charged.”
He then dealt the court a detailed indictment of the prison administration. 
He recounted the events of February 3 in some detail; he was especially ob­
servant that day, for as he told the court: “ It’s not every day when a gaol 
gets burnt down”. He recalled the floggings he and others got afterwards.
And this middle-aged Irish-Catholic carpenter concluded by affirming:
“I stand in front of Your Worship with no qualms whatsoever . . .  As for 
the prison officers who have given evidence in that box, they scorch the word 
of God unbelievably and they do it in His name to keep their jobs. Men who 
are in the police force have got in the box and given evidence that I have 
done things knowing themselves that I know and they know that it is a lie.
Well I don’t hold allegiance to any man, I do not have to make false and lying 
statements to keep my job, because I wouldn’t work in that category . . .
“I will be a man who can shave his face with comfort and with pride. You 
never saw my mother come into this court room, but in my entire life I 
have never made my mother smile once, but before I die I will make her 
laugh, she will be proud of me Your Worship that she will shout my name 
from the Heavens.”
Here is part of Bill Baldry’s October 17 and 18 address to the court. He 
and the others are due to be tried sometime this year.
Wfea»I first arrived at Bathurst the atmosphere was unbelievable. It-was like 
being put into the atmosphere of electrified ignorance. You could cut it with 
a knife. I was put to work in the kitchen as a dish washer, that to me I felt 
rather humilitated of this I can assure you. I was the only tradesman carpenter 
in Bathurst but Mr. Sands, the officer in charge of the carpentry shop, hated 
me. I was in that kitchen for four weeks. And if the Crown wishes to be fair, 
check up with the medical authority in Bathurst and you will see that I was 
so upset with the atmosphere that I could not even go to the toilet. My 
nerves were that bad that I had to get medication daily just to have the nor­
mal functions that any man has a right to as a human being. To go to the 
toilet and do it in peace.
“While I was working in the kitchen the officer-in-charge was unbe­
lievable. Here is a man wasting his time as prison officer when he could have 
been one of the greatest comedian stars the world has ever seen. I heard him 
with my own ears say to a prisoner one morning and this prisoner used to 
collect the milk. He said, ‘Where was you this morning?’ He said, ‘I slept in.’
“It was unbelievable. The way he used to walk around the kitchen in his 
click heeling style of the Gestapo. I am sure our Jewish Detective down the 
south would like to put a case through him. I am sure that man is a guard from 
Belsen. I saw while I was in the kitchen a man taken from his place of work to 
his cell, I didn’t see the assault but I heard this. A man named Terry Haley. I 
saw a prison officer big enough to be Terry Haley twice take him into a wing 
and I heard the results of what was going on inside that wing. That man was 
locked up and assaulted.
“Also this same man, Terry Haley when he complained to the Commissioner 
of Justice about being assaulted was disregarded, and this is not an isolated 
case. Let me get back to my case for instance. When I went to 13 wing at the 
Metropolitan Remand Centre (Long Bay) after the troubles, I made an appli­
cation to the Commissioner of Police because I was assaulted by various pri­
son officers at Bathurst. That application was made some six months ago. I do 
believe that I am still living in a democratic country and nobody has been 
near me about my complaint. There’s no man whether in custody or not has 
not the right to complain and have that complaint investigated, and nothing 
was done, not one thing was done. I haven’t even received an answer.
He said, ‘You didn’t get the milk.’ He said, ‘No.’ He said, ‘Why didn’t you.’ He 
said, ‘I was asleep.’ He said, ‘Well next time you sleep in tell someone so they 
can get the milk.’ Now how can he tell them if he is asleep? I nearly fell over.
I thought — this can’t be true . . .
“I had an application in to the Superintendent of Bathurst and approved 
application to be transferred from Bathurst prison to a prison where I could 
work in my trade. That application was approved by Mr. Pallot and I was 
going to go before the Sub-Classification Board only a few days after this 
trouble at Bathurst. So as it was, knowing by the approval of the Superinten­
dent Mr. Pallot that I would be transferred from this prison Bathurst to 
another I could look on this situation as an outsider. Because it didn’t con­
cern me one bit, whether the place fell down or someone carted it away.
“I wasn’t put in the yard I asked to work in as a sweeper, and the yard 
that I swept was No.2 yard, that is this yard on the western wall of B wing. 
Now in that yard at that time there were two sweepers, myself and another 
chap and that yard doesn’t get used very much during the week and there is 
very little really to be done in that yard but every day that I walked into that 
yard and with this other chap the officer who was on 3 post, this laneway 
would make us hose that yard out and sweep it. You have got no idea how big 
of a dill I felt hosing down something and sweeping something that wasn’t 
even there and I thought these people are seeing phantoms and they want to 
make me to see phantoms too. I was never more humiliated in my life, clean­
ing that yard, there was no dirt in the yard and I used to look at the prison 
officer and I thought to myself brother have you got troubles. I couldn’t see 
anything but he could.
“Then I was in Bathurst Prison it wasn’t an unusual occasion at all, no­
thing, that prison officer would come on duty at a night time and by their 
talking and what they were doing there is no doubt in my mind Your Wor­
ship that they were drunk. No doubt at all, and they used to find pleasure in 
hitting a tennis ball up against the walls of men’s cells. It becomes quite an­
noying and kicking pannikins arond the yard. As a matter of fact I think I 
called out to one officer one night and said, ‘If you are having a bit of 
trouble with toys I will get you a couple of bags of marbles and some 
chalk and you can play on the footpath’.
“In our cells at Bathurst Prison, a prison in the country, where flies are 
not uncommon, we weren’t allowed to have flyscreens on our windows. 
Maitland Prison has got them, I have been (o Maitland. Long Bay has got them 
on men who are doing long terms and fellows that are interested in them­
selves. Many is a time I walked into my cell and I had to fight about six 
flies to have a peaceful dinner. I have become that good at knocking down
flies that I could get them with one hit. Six flies, six hits, I was a champion. 
How can any man be asked to live in peace when he can’t put a flyscreen on 
his window so he can eat cleanly? I don’t think I’ve ever seen a man in my life 
that he could eat comfortably with flies buzzing around him. And some of 
these flies were big enough to play football for Western Suburbs. Now, they 
wonder why the people in Bathurst done what they done.
“I never once in the entire time I was at Bathurst ever brought a weekly 
spend. I never spent one cent on buying a weekly buy-up. I seen the process of 
men’s weekly buy-ups, the chap next door to me was doing life, he was in 
prison for life. And his weekly buy-up one week I can remember it very well 
because Mr. Pagget was there, he had three tins of fly blown herrings in toma­
to sauce and one mildew sponge cake, and that’s what that man worked for 
for a week. They say why was there trouble in Bathurst Wars have been 
fought over food, wars.
“It was not unusual to even come into your cell and find your cell turned 
right upside down and searched and never ever any attempt ever made to tidy 
that cell at all. I had a lot of papers in my cell, betting systems Your Worship 
and they were quite successful, I had music in my cell which I took a great 
deal of pain to write, one a day. I used to write one song a day and my inten­
tions were to take them songs out with me, because the way they were set out 
with the chords suited my style of play. You’d find them all mixed up, the 
betting sheets, my songs. They thought we were children and they treated us 
like children and they expected no reprisals in return, because they thought 
they had us a long way away from home without friends.
“I’ll just deal lightly with a sit-in that the boys had. They had the sit-in in 
the yard because of the grievances of the plate of glass being removed from 
their cells and their mail. Now these boys sat in the yard and I heard Mr. Pallot 
promise them, my cell was just around the corner in B wing. And I heard 
Mr. Pallot promise those boys that there would be no reprisals if they all 
went into their cells then. I don’t know how much discussion took place 
but very soon after the boys went into their cells. Your Worship, here is the 
Superintendent of a prison with a couple of hundred men inside that prison 
and yet he couldn’t keep his word because the next day those men were 
locked up and given three days confined to cells . . .
“Another occasion, not only once but on many occasions I have heard 
and men in the prison have spoken to me that they had gone down to the 
office at the prison and asked for their date of release, heard them talking 
to other men and some of them have even spoken to me, and they were sur­
prised that the date of their release from prison had been put back. In one 
case that a man that I know of,I can’t think of his name, and he has not 
been charged, there is one thing, I don’t forget, that is a face, his date of re­
lease was put back three months. And there was no apparent reason for i t . . .  ’
* * *
“In winter time the position of Bathurst Prison, it is so cold there, that 
you couldn’t read a book with your hands outside the blankets, it was im­
possible, freezing. If you went round to the clothing store, where Mr. 
Fitzpatrick he was in charge. If you went around there to ask him for some 
clothes he used to nake you feel as though you shouldn’t even be there, and 
yet that was the prisoners’ clothes that you were supposed to wear. If 
something went wrong with your clothes that was the only place you could 
go. Ask Officer Fitzalan if you could have some more clothes or get some 
repaired or a number put on, he made you feel that he was going out of his 
way to give you some clothes. As a matter of fact I wrote home; one letter to 
my mother, I said, ‘Don’t worry about me Mum I am only walking in foot of 
snow and freezing cold, but I am all right. . . ’”
* * *
“I stayed in the prison of Bathurst on the day of the trouble and never left 
it until I was taken. I’ll deal with reasons why I didn’t leave it in a moment, 
but there is one point that I would like to get clear to you now; I saw many 
things on this day and no-one led any riot as the Crown uses the word ‘riot’,
I would much rather use demonstration, nobody led the overall riot as the 
Crown put it on this day. There were groups of men in the prison but nobody 
was leading everybody, everybody seemed to me, the ones that took part, 
were doing their own thing, they were getting around doing what they were 
to do.”
THE FIRING OF THE JAIL
“I certainly couldn’t see any riot taking place. The officer who flew out of 
the theatre after the molotov cocktail was thrown, was the only man who 
was making any noise. I was still playing cards. Now, the yard was quiet, then 
men started trying to get out of the yard, and I went and had a look and I 
saw Mr. Milton come out of C Wing, rolling down his shirt sleeves, calling 
out words to the effect ‘Come on you weak so and so’s, riot’. (They wanted 
this riot, they really wanted it.) In their minds they didn’t realise how far 
they had pushed these men. And I said to you yesterday, Your Worship, 
that I could view this from the point of an outsider, which I was. I couldn’t 
have cared less whether Bathurst fell down, rolled away or stood for a thou­
sand years, it was not going to indent my life, I was leaving. I am a man who 
loves to see things, and I could see that on this day something was going to 
take place. When the officers left the inside security block there was very 
little movement really going on, but when the men could see the officers 
were going, that’s when they started. If those officers would have re­
mained at their post this trouble would never have taken place.
“Now I sat in 1 yard for at least half an hour, I’m a very patient man, 
nothing upsets me. If I am going to die I will die, I am not frightened to die. 
The only fear I have of death is the manner in which I would die. If I knew 
I was to die as a man it wouldn’t worry me, but if I thought that I was to be 
shot down or flogged like an animal then I would have something to do about 
it, and you can rest assured as long as my name is William Henry Baldry that I 
am not a complete idiot with my hands.
“Now while I sat in that yard, the chapel was lit . .  . ”
After the firing of the jail, Bill Baldry recounts that he did a tour of in­
spection. A t one point a guard on the wall orders him back to 1 yard. “So 
into 1 yard I strolled, but on my way strolling into 1 yard a man by the name 
of Les Mymy, a half-caste aboriginal was shot in the face from this tower and 
I will draw your attention to the fact that that man Leslie Mymy has never 
been charged. ”
uuie wier nut aaiary manes for ms cell to save his possessions.
“My music that I prided was laying on the floor and I would rather lose m 
left arm than those songs I love to sing. My systems that I spent years per­
fecting were damaged. They think they lost a prison for a million dollars. I lo 
many millions. The money it would cost them to rebuild Bathurst wouldn’t 
pay my fame, they talk about big money, they only make it sound big be­
cause they lost it.
“Now because of the shots that were being fired into B wing Mr. Bishop 
went and got a white flag, I don’t know what the flag was made of. And they 
decided to surrender. I don’t think I have ever met a child in my life who 
hasn’t fought wars in the back yard doesn’t know what a white flag is, and he 
respects it even as a child. And here is a man who walked out of B wing and 
was shot under a white flag. Mr. Bishop will go down in history, he would be 
the first man to have ever shot under a white flag that I know of. Then I heard 
Mr. Pallot call out words something like, ‘Don’t let them surrender, shoot 
them all’. And I’ll remind you Your Worship that I was in that wing. And I
said to myself, ‘Well Bill if you’re going to die well you might as well make an 
effort’. So I did in fact arm myself like a Mexican bandit, believe you me any 
man that wanted to come into that wing to kill me with his hands was going 
to have the fight of his life. But one of the prisoners said to me, ‘Don’t take 
those things Bill you’ll only get into trouble’, so as the men gave them­
selves up I walked out of the wing with them . . . ”
After the surrender the prisoners were ordered to go to the pens at the 
rear of the jail — the back special yards.
“So I went down to the back yards and as I was going in the back yard I 
met my arch enemy, Mr. Atkins. He doesn’t like me simply and purely for 
the fact that I am William Baldry. Many men have hated me, and many have 
loved me, but none have ever forgotten me, and neither has he, and he said 
these words, ‘There are two of you dead now’, meaning us prisoners ‘and you 
had your turn, now it is our turn, and there are a few more of you who are 
going to die too’. A little man that big and that high was going to kill me, 
never. So I walked up the yard, and grabbed a pipe straight off the wall, and I 
pulled it off, and I said, ‘Skinny, go and get your tin hat and your baseball 
bat and get back here in 5 minutes and I will eat you for tea’.
“I was in the yard with men, young men, much younger than me, and I 
could see the fear on these men’s faces, that they really thought that they 
were about to die. I knew what was coming, because I had seen these flog­
gings too many times, I saw men get flogged in Long Bay mercilessly, and I 
knew what was about to come, and I thought to myself ‘William, if you are 
going to get it, let’s get it in the best possible place’. So Mr. Muston came 
down, and he had said that he had been round the Wings and there were 20 
cells that could be used to house prisoners, 20. There was something like 90 
men in the back yard, and remember, only 52 charged, I hate to bring these 
things up, and he wanted us to go into those cells. He said ‘There are 20 cells 
in the top of B Wing, go in there until the trucks come from Long Bay’. I said 
‘No, these men are not going to be taken into the cells and flogged. If they 
have broken the law, let the law deal with them, don’t take the law into your 
own hands. You are supposed to be a man to uphold the law’. I thought to 
myself the only way these men are going to get any peace for some time is to 
group them together, and that’s what I did. In only a matter of moments I 
bored a hole in the wall, in the back yards, and then I said ‘When things start 
to get a bit hot, and these men come back to give it to you fellows, get 
through there. Force of numbers would fear any man’. And these were not men 
we were dealing with. So everything quietened down and we sat around and 
told jokes as men do.
Volleys of tear gas canisters fired into the yards, however, forced the pri­
soners to come out.
“And I had in my hand the same iron bar that I had when I challenged the 
man Aitkens. When I came out of the yard I came out by myself. It is much 
easier to fight when you have no obstacles around you, only the ones you are 
going to fight.
“As I came out the yard on my right hand side there was three officers.
Mr. Robinson was the only one I could recognise. He was pointing with a 
baton and he said, ‘That way Baldry’. I couldn’t see any way, because I was 
going into the comer on the eastern southern wall of the prison. But when I 
turned the corner there was at least 150 to 200 men. Believe you me as well 
armed as they were they weren’t going to have nothing to do with Billy 
Baldry. They all backed up against the wall like sardines and that is a fact.
But, that is true too, the way they scattered, I thought there was forty men 
coming up behind me with sub-machine guns. There wasn’t a soul.
“An officer leant out of the Tower with a pistol and put it at my head and
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“My music that I prided was laying 
on the floor and I would rather lose 
my left arm than those songs I love to 
sing. My betting systems that I spent 
years perfecting were damaged. They 
think they lost a prison for a million 
dollars. I lost many millions . . . they 
only make it sound big because they 
lost it.”
said ‘Drop that iron bar Baldry’. I looked up at him, and I thought I wonder if 
he would shoot me. Some men can’t, some men cannot shoot other men.
Then he said it again, he said, ‘Drop that iron bar Baldry or I’ll shoot you’.
Well Your Worship you know yourself.that discretion is the better part of 
valour, so I dropped the iron bar.
“Then, the men who were there gained courage. A simple little piece of 
iron bar had left my hand and fallen away. It was just like giving them a shot 
of hate or something. The first men to try and strike me was my arch-enemy 
Mr. Atkins. But he missed because I ducked. But he got me on the ear. Down 
I went, not from the force of his baton, but the force of many batons. I got 
hit that many times in such a short time that I just went numb.
“So I got over to the wall where I was told to face the wall. Mr. Newman 
was on my left hand side at this time and another chap was ducking down be­
hind Mr. Newman. Another chap was there and I am in the middle. I was told 
to face the wall by Mr. Mutton which I did. But no sooner had I faced the 
wall that they were onto me again. Bang. Bang. Bang. I was that numb that 
they could have hit me all day and all night. The feeling was gone.
“But the man who stopped them was a man called Mr. Metters. He came 
along and said, ‘I told you to lay off Baldry’. He said, ‘Come with me’. So he 
tried to get me into a van, and these men were like animals. They never 
stopped to think of me as a human being or that I had enough or anything.
But Mr. Metters somehow got me over near the fence, because I remember I 
looked up and there was a tap. I thought to myself, ‘Gee I wouldn’t mind 
being a tap’. That’s the exact thoughts I had. They were still after me. Mr. 
Metters is saying, ‘Get away, leave — I told you to leave Baldry alone’.
“So then they threw me in — they didn’t throw me in the back of the van. 
But when I walked into the back of the van here is a man sitting there named 
Bosco Saric. And he had more blood coming out of him than the Blood Bank 
gets in a month. I said, ‘What happened to you?’ He said, ‘They mistook me 
. for you and gave me a biffer’. Now I know why they were so tired when I got 
back, they had given it to Bosco Saric and it was me, and then I remembered I 
heard the shouts, ‘Here comes Baldry’ previously, and here I am in the yard so 
how could Baldry be around there, but I never connected it then with Bosco 
Saric. That man took a flogging for me . . . ”
Summing up.
“I have told you during the course of this address that I took no part 
between the hours of one and six in this trouble at Bathurst, and that is a fact. 
There was no need for me, even if I wanted to the younger men in thegaolwere 
doing a far better job. I couldn’t believe watching that men could be pushed 
so far. I saw people do things that day that I would never have believed I 
would ever see, but I did. And they did it because of the way they were trea­
ted and now I am being charged under the Section 205 and 207.
“It was probably one of the days in my life that I will never forget. The 
actions of the prison officers at Bathurst will stay in my memory for as long 
as I live. The destruction that I saw them do to men, the after effects of 
what I saw on their bodies will stay with me as long as I live.
“When you come connected with these men who are being charged, this is 
when you come to know them. I talked to one man when I was in 13 Wing at 
Long Bay afterwards, living under appalling conditions. And he is a man of 
20 years old, Billy Kennedy, who has spent 15 years in custody of his first 20 
years of life. And I went into my cell and I cried and I said, ‘What sort of a 
country do we live in?’ It’s an insult to the men who died for this country 
that these things are allowed to take place. I am human Your Worship as you 
and as any man will ever be, and I cried for Billy Kennedy, not for me, they 
can try as they like with me but they will never succeed.
“I stand in front of you Your Worship with no qualms whatsoever, I don’t 
have to answer to any man. As the prison officers who have given evidence in 
that box, they scorch the word of God unbelievably and they do it in His 
name to keep their jobs. Men who are in the police force have got in the box 
and given evidence that I have done things knowing themselves that I know 
and they know that it is a lie. Well I don’t hold allegiance to any man, I do 
not have to make false and lying statements to keep my job because I 
wouldn’t work in that category. I stand here before you in the name of God 
and in the name of truth and I will not lie, I would rather spend the rest of my 
life in prison than tell you one lie. What is temporary life they put so much 
importance in. I will be a man Your Worship, I will make sure I am. I will be a 
man who can shave his face with comfort and with pride. You never saw my 
mother come into this court room but in my entire life I have never made my 
mother smile once, but before I die I will make her laugh, she will be that 
proud of me Your Worship that she will shout my name from the Heavens . ..
“I have tried for a day and a half to bring in the Crown Prosecutor so that 
he doesn’t feel as though he is out of this case, we have flogged him out, but 
don’t worry about that. Jack, let me tell you this, I have just finished reading 
the life story of St. Paul, his name is Samuel, they called him St. Paul when 
they sainted him. He, Jack, started his life out as a Crown Prosecutor, but 
then he became a good man, so to you, Jack, do not despair. The men at 
Bathurst who did what they did were provoked. They were provoked beyond 
human endurance. I can be provoked too, but not to the extent that I have 
not got control of myself, I am ill, very ill. I don’t even hate the officers.
We have done with them now, I pity them . . .
“If the authorities were really, to coin an Australian phrase, fair dinkum to 
have a good look at what happened in this prison, prior to and on this day, 
they wouldn’t have done it in this manner, trying to get men who are al­
ready serving prison terms, some of great length. Mine is but the flick of an 
eye, 6 years is nothing. If they wanted to waste all the money they have 
wasted on these hearings, why didn’t they waste it in something that would 
have at least solved their problem. No they create more.
“But the whole trouble in Bathurst keeps coming back to the same set of 
people all the time, the administration. I saw a man’s personality change in 
that prison, his whole personality, a prison officer, his whole personality 
change within the short period of a couple of months. He wasn’t a bad fellow 
when he started there, by joves he’s not much good now. It was no good 
complaining to anybody, they laughed at you, if you made application and 
unless you could word that application good you wouldn’t get anywhere, what 
happens to the prisoners that can’t read and write and can’t express them­
selves. They have to sit back and be treated like children and flogged like 
dogs because they can’t read and write, in the Department of Corrective 
Services.
“I would like it put into my statement from this floor that I will be avail­
able at any time for the Royal Commission, I will even sleep on the front 
steps if necessary. I wouldn’t miss it for the world. When the Royal Commis­
sion does come up in the years to come, what good is it going to do then, all 
these people that could remember this sort of thing have gone. Why wasn’t it 
done first, then charge the men?”
And then the last part of the court transcript coveringBaldry's address 
goes like this:
I m just about to finish. Let me say one thing and I will be as happy as a 
pig in mud. I heard a statementt the other day, the best description of a man 
from Bathurst I have ever heard, I thought it was wonderful. ‘Take the 
callousness away from the prison officer and he ceases to exist.’ Very true. I 
thank you for the patience you have shown me. Everything I have said to 
you is the truth.”
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Two old-fashioned boys fall out
The Freud/Jung Letters
T H E  G R A N D  CONJURERS OF T H E  M IN D
The Freud/Jung Letters. Edited by 
William Mcguire. Hogarth Press and 
Routledge Kegan Paul. Recom­
mended price $22.80. Reviewed 
by Barry Hill.
You might say that Jung and 
Freud are re-emerging as rival pillars 
of wisdom. Go into any of those 
paperback shops which do so much 
to direct our interests and you find 
Jung near the Eastern shelf, some­
where between Zen and Astrology, 
while Freud is near heavier things 
under Psychology and not far from 
Primal Screams. We read Jung be­
cause he is serious about magic, 
myth, dream and the positive 
quality of unique and personal ex­
perience — the stuff of this ‘coun­
ter-culture’. He is the scientist with 
the courage to be religious. Freud, 
on the other hand, is dead straight: 
analytical, sceptical, the reducer of 
religion to neurosis, the destroyer 
of gods, the pessimist who valued 
reason above all else.
So you pick up their letters, 
written between 1906 and 1914, 
the decade that began with Freud’s 
first major work, The Interpretation 
of Dreams, rather hoping that your 
favourite will live up to his ideas. I 
began with a preference for Jung. 
His Memoirs, published fifty years 
after their friendship, make some 
telling criticisms of Freud: namely 
that there is an obsessive monotony 
about his work which was intent on 
reducing everything to a sexual, 
and therefore rather ‘sordid’, base. 
Jung also noted Freud’s bitterness, 
which brings to mind Freud’s re­
mark towards the end of his life 
that “in the depths of my heart I 
cannot help being convinced that 
my dear fellow men, with a few ex­
ceptions, are worthless”.
Above all, Jung says he rejected 
Freud’s final concern for his per­
sonal authority. He tells the stoly 
of their trip to America in 1909, 
when they spent time on the boat 
digging into each other’s dreams. At 
a crucial point Freud refused to 
give details of his private life, saying 
“I cannot risk my authority”. To 
young man Jung — at the point of 
affirming a philosophy and psy­
chology which exalted ego over 
sexuality, and insisted that myth 
and dream were not merely symp­
toms, but positive tokens of psychic 
life — this sort of cowardice was un­
forgivable.
The letters tell a different story. 
They reveal Jung to have been far 
more subservient to Freud than he 
later admitted, and they show 
Freud to have been, despite his 
paternalism, a kindly and intellec­
tually honest man (with Jung, at 
least). Throughout the correspon­
dence, Jung plays to Freud as his 
father figure, with Freud respon­
ding in kind, referring to the 
younger man as his disciple, his 
prince, the man who would carry 
on the good word of psycho­
analysis. Freud is morbid at turn­
ing fifty and keen that Jung, the 
younger man with the extra ad­
vantage of not being Jewish, do the 
politickingmd the publicity.
Their early exchanges are de­
corous and guarded, and mutually 
admiring until Jung ventures, very 
tentatively, that sexuality might 
not, after all, “be the source of all 
feeling”. Isn’t it merely one com­
ponent of personality (albeit the 
most important), he asks. Freud re­
plies that a ream of paper would 
not suffice for an answer: “Not that 
I know so much, but there are so 
many equally valid possibilities. For 
the present I do not believe that 
anyone is justified in saying that 
sexuality is the mother of all feel­
ings. Along with the poet (Schiller) 
we know of two instinctual 
sources. Sexuality is one of them.” 
(Hunger was Schiller’s other.) Con­
sidering Freud’s supposed dogma­
tism, it is a temperate answer — to 
which Jung doesn’t reply.
Jung is so obsequious at this 
stage that their differences hardly 
emerge. It’s not until 1909 that he 
is speaking with any fullness about 
mythology and the occult. With re­
gard to the latter Freud jollies him 
along by condescending reference 
to “spooks”. With regard to the for­
mer, which was to become the 
foundation of Jung’s life work, he 
writes: “You will be accused of 
mysticism, but the reputation you 
won with the Dementia (Jung’s 
clinical study of schizophrenia) will 
hold up for quite some time against 
that. Just don’t stay in the tropical 
colonies too long: you must reign 
at home.”
Freud was worried that Jung 
would get lost in speculation and
foresake the essence of the psycho­
analytic method which is to formu­
late theory from concrete psycho­
logical particulars. He also saw the 
method as being ‘value free’ in the 
sense that it described how a person 
was, not proscribed how they might 
Be. For a good while Jung corres­
ponds as if happy with this. But 
then in 1910 he writes:
“Only the wise are ethical from 
sheer intellectual presumption, the 
rest of us need the eternal truth of 
myth . . . The ethical problem of 
sexual freedom really is enormous 
and worth the sweat of noble 
souls. But 2000 years of Christia­
nity, with its mythic Nothing, not 
infused by any archaic infantile 
driving force, is a pure vacuum and 
can never evoke in man the slight­
est trace of that age old animal 
power which drives the migrating 
bird across the sea and without 
which no irresistable mass move­
ment can come into being. I imagine 
a far finer and more comprehensive 
task for psychoanalysis than alliance 
with an ethical fraternity. I think 
we must give it time to infiltrate 
into people from many centres, to 
revive among intellectuals a feeling 
for symbol and myth, ever so 
gently to transform Christ back 
into the soothsaying god of the 
vine, which he was, and in this way 
absorb these ecstatic instinctual 
forces of Christianity for the one* 
purpose of making the cult and the 
sacred myth what they once were 
— a drunken feast of joy where man 
regained the ethos and holiness of 
the animal. . . ”
To Jung’s first passionate burst, 
Freud replies: “You must not regard 
me as the founder of a religion. My 
intentions are not so far-reaching. 
Considerations of a purely practical 
nature, or if you will, diplomatic 
nature, led me to make this attempt 
(which at heart I have already aban­
doned) . . .  I did not expect the 
fraternity to become a religious 
organization any more than I would 
expect a volunteer fire department 
to do so.”
Which leaves Jung chastened. 
“My last letter was naturally 
another one of those rampages of 
fantasy which I indulge in from 
time to time.”
It was nothing of the sort, of 
course. He burrowed on into my­
thology, at odds with himself, and 
dreading the inevitable break with 
Freud which would leave him out 
in the cold. The real split begins 
two years later when Freud is criti­
cal of Jung’s bandstanding lecture 
tour of America, and the neglect of 
certain duties as President of the 
Psychoanalytical Association, and 
editor of its journal. Jung is touchy 
and by now pompous enough any­
way. The knife thrust is when he 
discovers that Freud too is working 
in the mine of mythology, and not 
far off producing Totem and Taboo, 
the classic psychoanalytic demoli­
tion of religion.
“The outlook for me is very 
gloomy if you too get involved in 
the psychology of religion. You are 
a dangerous rival — if one. has to 
speak of rivalry.” It is Jung, in his 
rage, who speaks of rivalry. In 
quick succession he becomes even 
more pompous, provocative, then 
finally, insulting, accusing Freud of 
treating him like a fool riddled 
with complexes, using psychoanaly­
sis to assassinate people, and finally 
of being neurotic himself.
Freud tries to reassure Jung, de­
claring him his helper, his friend, his 
heir, and protesting that theoretical 
differences should not destroy their 
friendship. But no, Jung is intent 
on his single tract. He behaves ex­
actly like the hysterical young man 
he confessed to being years earlier. 
Freud carries on with the intelli­
gence and control that the best ex­
ponents of his theory have em­
bodied, but finally, in 1914, they 
agree to end their personal associa­
tion.
In these ways the letters beauti­
fully illustrate the connections bet­
ween ideas and personal tempera­
ment. A striking irony in the friend­
ship between the founders of psy­
choanalysis — the theory which has 
done most to bolster the contem­
porary cult for honesty between 
people — is that so much between 
them remained secretive and un­
explored. Early on, Jung tells 
Freud that the father figure’s sexu­
ality is “dangerous” to him. Freud 
laughs this off. All along they refer 
to wives, families, the infatuations 
of female patients in ways that re­
veal nothing of themselves — ex­
cept their constant maintenance of
patriarchal authority. Their therapy 
was designed to extract confessional 
truths, but both men were domi­
nated by Victorian manners.
From Jung’s Memoirs we know 
there was a secret he could never 
afford to reveal to Freud (and in 
fact was studiously unveiled only 
after his death). It was that he saw 
himself as a prophet, not a scientist, 
and had done so since two child­
hood dreams. The first, when he 
was four, was about a “subterran­
ean God” whose divinity was per­
manently opposed to “Lord Jesus”. 
The second, when he was twelve, 
had God on his throne, way above 
the glittering roof of the Basel 
Cathedral, a God who let fall an 
“enormous turd” upon the Church.
Jung claims that this was'his first 
and formative experience of grace 
and that his mission thereafter was 
to convey to men, not the God of 
the Bible, or Church, but the dark 
subterranean God of each man’s 
secret life — the secrets which 
would come only via deep psycho­
logizing. So his letter to Freud is a 
sneak preview of the faith he was
to espouse — his grand elaboration 
upon the Collective Unconscious.
Jung’s Collective Unconcious 
resolved several issues at once. 
Against Freud, it maintained that 
there was a general reservoir in each 
of us, the form and content of 
which was not entirely sexual. 
Rather, it showed itself in myth, 
dream and folk lore in ways which 
could account for the recurrence of 
themes and symbols obviously (to 
Jung anyway) not related to the 
pathology of individuals. The coll­
ective patterns, as we know, he 
called archetypes (using an express­
ion of St. Augustine), which showed 
themselves in the recurring motifs 
of human fantasy. The Collective 
Unconscious was a treasure trove 
which we all share, and with a 
knowledge of which we need never 
feel lonely, or devoid of history, or 
spiritually ¡empty. “The eternal 
truth of myth”, as he hinted to 
Freud.
Finally though, even the trea­
sure trove is a secret, a mystery. 
Jung also believed that the Collec­
tive Unconcious, the ultimate ker­
nel of the individual, cannot be 
made conscious at all. The arche­
types are not subject to any arbit­
rary intention, and not subject to 
the will. We know the Collective 
Unconscious when it invades us,“ 
when we give ourselves up to it in 
some way, and then by the mass­
ively erudite» exegesis that only 
Jung — with his repertoire of He­
brew,Indian and Chinese references 
— could bring to bear. You see, at 
this point, why Jung is disgracefully 
ignored at most universities. Not 
only does the academic community 
value intelligence and control above 
all else, no-one in this day of spec­
ialization can match Jung’s com­
mand of the ancient sources which 
identify the archetypal symbols (ex­
cept perhaps Robert Graves, who 
dismisses Jung out of hand).
Freud does not do that even 
though nothing could be further 
from his perspective than Jung’s 
quest for a faith. For Freud a 
myth was a lie, an untruth of some 
sort, an illusion, as it had been to 
men of reason from the 18th cen- 
tury. Freud wanted to free people
from illusions, not revitalize old 
ones. His psychoanalysis aimed at 
helping people stand in knowing 
regard for their personal past, with 
discretion, or “diplomacy” as he 
said to Jung. Where Id is, there Ego 
shall be, was his maxim for socializ­
ing the unconscious. If Freud had a 
faith it was in the tense, sacramen­
tal acts of intelligence that therapy 
entailed.
Yet granting this, Jung was still 
right to point to the way the 
Freudian is ultimately a sleuth to 
sexual complexes rather than any­
thing else in people, just as he iden­
tifies sexual sublimations in works 
of art, and culture generally. One 
result of this is that no matter how 
sophisticated the Freudian is, the 
approach to art, whether it be Ham­
let or The Madonna of the Rocks, 
is its eventual demolition, simply 
because his interpretation disposes 
bf its ambiguity, and does away 
With its power as metaphor.. Freud
was working on his Da Vinci essay 
when Jung knew him, but from the 
letters you would think that he did 
not “see” the art at all.
Jung did. Culture was not a 
great defence mechanism, but the 
positive and creative reflection of 
the Collective Unconscious which 
revealed itself in universal symbols 
and archetypal motifs. It had a sac­
red, not a seedy significance. Ac­
cordingly Jung was not concerned to 
analyse the meaning of dreams by 
tracing them back to unfulfilled 
wishes. He amplified their meaning 
by reference to the cultural arche­
ology of symbols; he took their 
worth as given. In this way he grants 
art a certain autonomy — and mys­
tery which is why he is particu­
larly attractive to romantic temp- 
prements today. Couple this with 
his talk of archaic forces (reminis­
cent of D.H. Lawrence) and the 
inviolability of personal experience 
(reminiscent of Yeats’ “truth is a 
state of mind”), and the resistance 
to pure reason is almost complete.
The pity is that the friendship with 
Freud was too short to bring all 
this out in the letters.
What we see instead is their in­
compatible attitudes towards what 
is unknown. Jung once told a 
Londonaudience that “my intellect 
would wish for a clear cut universe 
with no dim comers, but there are 
cobwebs in the cosmos”. Therefore, 
he says, he is convinced that anti­
cipatory dreams, telepathic pheno­
mena and all kinds of intuitions, 
actually exist. They exist because 
we can act upon them even though 
we can’t explain them. To this line 
of argument Freud replied that it is 
one thing to admit to unknown 
phenomena, quite another to leap 
into believing that they actually
exist. Jung is so enamoured of mys­
teries that he ignores this form of 
scepticism — as some of us do 
nowadays.
I suspect that many of the points' 
which divided Jung from F reu i are 
the very things which attract us to 
him today. His love of the fantastic, 
the mysterious, make him perfectly 
compatible with the cults of Hesse, 
Peake and Tolkein, and his stu­
dious respect for oracles lead us 
straight to tarot cards and the I 
Ching. To this extent Jung bolsters 
up our reasonable passion for alter­
native worlds, and our flirtation 
with non-scientific ‘explanations’. 
He has the extra advantage over 
Freud of being passionately att­
ached to the uniqueness of his own 
experience. Visions, after all, are 
eminently private property. And 
myths, despite our scientific cul- 
turev still hold us in thrall.
The letters, as they stand, don’t 
do much to resolve the dilemmas o f
our own mysticisms. They remind 
us that rival world views have a long 
and scholarly history where no-one 
has the last word. I’m still flounder­
ing in the silences between the two 
men — caught on the one hand be­
tween obsessive rationalism, and on 
the other, captivated by more imag­
inative and possibly more positive 
things. At this point I was im­
patient with Jung’s secrecy (and the 
ultimately private content of much 
of his theory), and the Way this 
seems to have checked his ability to 
rise to the challenge of Freud, just, 
as Freud was unwilling to drop his 
paternalisms.
I suppose my other impatience is 
that both men did too much in 
their head. I mean, in most respects 
neither (when you exclude Jung’s 
visions) had much experience of 
their own to draw upon, even 
though their life work aimed at un­
ravelling the unknowables ̂  of the 
unconscious. Both were obsessive 
work horses. Their greatest physical 
pleasure seems to have been holi­
daying in the Tyrol for a few 
we^ks each year. Too much of their 
passion went into promoting their 
professional standing. They were 
middle class, quickly middle aged 
and control seems to have been the 
essence of their cock-sure and ex- 
perientially confined coterie.
As Emma Jung wrote to Freud 
(at the time when Jung was most 
agitated about the pending split): 
“When I asked you . . .  you said you 
didn’t have time to analyse your 
children’s dreams because you had 
to earn money so that they could 
go on dreaming. Do you think this 
attitude is right? I would prefer to 
think that one should not dream at 
all, one should live.”
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In the Persian Gulf countries it's the same old story: U.S. military aid, ‘civilian ' advisors, and coups d'etat.
Phillip Motherwell
C IA ’s
Arabian
veiled
activities
tion to Watergate, there is no doubt 
that it also reflected the espionage 
value of the Persian capital.
In both Iran and Saudi Arabia 
there are now several hundred mili­
tary and civilian “defense” personnel 
helping to equip the armed forces 
of these states, which have become 
the largest purchasers of US military 
equipment in the world. But apart 
from the training role these are 
playing there is also a more activist 
role — helping these two conservative
Yemen government. One line of 
attack has been through North Ye­
men: in September 1972 Saudi-
financed tribesmen attacked South 
Yemen from the North but were 
repulsed after a fortnight’s war. On 
the Saudi-South Yemen frontier, 
Southern dissidents who have gone 
into exile in Saudi Arabia have been 
conducting a war of raiding and 
harassment to undermine and over­
extend the Yemen government along 
the 400-mile frontier.
by Fred Halliday
Those prone to accept the CIA’s 
recent protestations that it is playing 
a more modest dirty tricks role 
should take a look at the Agency’s 
low profile activities in the oilrich 
arena of Arabia and the Persian 
Gulf. Here the catalogue so familiar 
from Indochina is repeating itself: 
a secret war fought by right-wing 
dissidents using US arms and guided 
by US advisors; a traditional ruler 
using laundered CIA money to fight 
a counter-insurgency war; fishing 
vessels carrying covert electronic sur­
veillance equipment delivered by the 
Pentagon; hundreds of “civilian” 
advisors maintaining the newly 
equipped armies of pro-western mon- 
archs.
When the CIA came under fire 
in the USA last year for its role in 
Chile, articles based on “leaked” 
information asserted that the US 
intelligence services were now con­
centrating on areas of vital national 
security importance, especially the 
Persian Gulf. And last October CIA 
director William Colby visited the 
states of the Gulf area to check for 
himself on local CIA facilities.
The first serious indication of 
the CIA making this area a priority 
came in 1973, when it became 
known that the intelligence head­
quarters for the whole Mideast had 
been moved from Nicosia to Tehran. 
One reason given was the growing 
instability of the Cypriot capital, 
an aspect highlighted after the Turk­
ish attack in the summer of 1974 
when demonstrators killed Robert 
Davies — US Ambassador to Nicosia, 
and himself a long-term Mideast ex­
pert involved in such CIA-backed 
enterprises as the 1949 coup in 
Syria, and the 1963 coup in Iraq. 
But the other reason was that 
Tehran provided an ideal listening 
and cp-ordination post for the Gulf 
area, and that the CIA had there a 
perfect local ally in the 60,000 
strong SAVAK, the Persian secret 
police built in the 1950s along FBI 
lines.
The appointment of ex-CIA direc­
tor Richard Helms as US Ambassador 
in Tehran coincided with this shift 
in intelligence headquarters: while 
Helms’ move from the USA may 
have been connected with his rela-
monarchies to fight their enemies 
outside their own borders. For both 
King Feisal and the Iranian Shah 
these enemies are concentrated in 
the southern part of Arabia — in 
the Peoples Democratic Republic of 
Yemen, where a radical regime has 
been in power since 1967, and in 
the Sultanate of Oman, where guer­
rillas of the People’s Front have 
been fighting a guerrilla war since 
1965.
The Saudis have been trying for 
some time to overthrow the South
The US is directly involved in 
this Saudi policy. Documents cap­
tured in the 1972 inter-Yemeni war 
confirmed that a US military advisor 
sits on the Saudi security committee 
that planned the invasion of the 
South. And much of the equipment 
(trucks, rockets, rifles) captured from 
the exiles operating from Saudi 
Arabia is also of US origin. The 
centre for training apd offensive 
operations is the desert base at ash- 
Sharurah, one of the two largest 
military concentrations in Saudi 
Arabia, .and situated just inside the 
Saudi border with South Yemen. 
In many ways similar to the opera­
tions of Cuban exiles operating from 
Miami, or to the murkier sub-wars 
of the Laos involvement, this cam­
paign is being directed by the US 
military advisors inside Saudi Arabia. 
Personnel captured by South Yemen 
have testified to seeing and being 
instructed by US personnel in ash- 
Sharurah, and by Saudi personnel 
who had been trained by the US 
mission in that country. While the 
US military are to some extent in­
volved, executive charge of this ac­
tion will lie with the CIA.
* * *
The Iranians are even more active,
next door, in the Dhofar province 
of Oman, where since December 
1973 several thousand counter-insur­
gency troops using US tactics a'nd 
helicopter gunships have been in 
action against the guerrillas. This 
is a perfect example of the Nixon 
doctrine, getting powerful Asian 
powers to do the land fighting. But 
despite this Iranian role the US 
has also moved decisively into the 
strategically placed Sultanate of 
Oman.
The first major contact came in 
June 1971 when the Sultan of Oman, 
recently installed in power by a 
British-run coup, met with represen­
tatives of the CIA in London. They 
agreed to provide $150 million in 
military aid, to be channelled through 
Saudi Arabia. In early 1973 Oman, 
like several other pro-western Gulf 
states, became eligible for US mili­
tary sales. It was also made known 
through press leaks that Nixon had 
provided naval surveillance facilities, 
to be installed under the guise of 
a US fishing firm (Mardela) with 
whom the Omani government had 
a contract.
This US-Omani co-operation wsis 
taken a step further when Sultan 
Qabus visited Washington on January 
9-11 of this year and met Ford and
Kissinger. While the US agreed to 
supply Oman with TOW anti-tank 
missiles, (presumably for use against 
South Yemen), the Sultan was asked 
to allow the US to use the air base 
on the island of Masirah, where the 
British also have a position. The 
Omanis have stated in. private that 
they are “delighted” about this re­
quest, and it is now up to the 
Labour government in London to 
give its approval as well. It is im­
probable that they will refuse — 
especially since they have already 
agreed to go ahead with the joint 
Anglo-US buildup ojfc the Diego 
Garcia base in the Indian Ocean.
Another index of interest in Oman 
is the appointment there of a US 
Ambassador, the first in the twen­
tieth century. Mr William D. Wolle, 
who took up his post in Oman in 
July 1974, has had an interesting 
diplomatic career. Fluent in Arabic, 
he has served in such posts as Aden 
during the nationalist upsurge there, 
in Washington as officer in charge of 
Arab-Israeli affairs, 1965-1967, and 
as commercial officer in Amman, 
1970-1972, during and immediately 
after King Hussein’s attack on the 
Palestinian guerrillas. One cannot 
escape the conclusion that Mr Wolle’s 
responsibilities may have exceeded 
those formally allocated to him, and 
with his qualifications he is certainly 
not someone to be relegated to a 
diplomatic backwater.
If the US does get its facilities 
on Masirah, they will provide the 
base for any future attack on the 
oil areas during a major confronta­
tion between the west and the oil- 
producing states. But whether or 
not this happens, the covert cam­
paigns to eliminate forces considered 
by Washington to be dangerous are 
already under way.
travel
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Chuck Bernard flew into the battle o f Kampot last spring in his 
armed CIA-chartered helicopter.
And if it’s a Bird» 
a plane»
it’s still the CIA
Faced with the rapid military and political deterioration of thr 
Saigon and Phnom Penh regimes, the U.S. administration is menac­
ing war to save its flunkeys in South Vietnam and Cambodia.
President Ford has asked Congress 
for an additional $300 million in mili­
tary aid for Saigon for the next five 
months. He also wants another $200 
million for the Phnom Penh regime.
In Vietnam, the U.S. is threatening 
to use its recently alerted air and 
naval forces in Southeast Asia. It is 
maintaining aerial reconnaissance over 
the Democratic Republic of Vietnam 
and is providing combat reconnais­
sance to the Saigon forces in South 
Vietnam. Both these actions violate 
the Paris Agreement on Vietnam.
In Cambodia, the capital of Phnom 
Penh is under seige from the libera­
tion forces and the d A  is up to its 
dirty tricks again.
This story is compiled from re­
ports in the Guardian^ New Asia News 
and Pacific News Service.
* * *
Throughout Asia, U.S. troops are 
on the move.
It was widely reported that after 
the fall of the provincial capital of 
Phuoc Binh to the National Liberation 
Front of South Vietnam on January 7 
more than ten U.S. Navy ships left 
Subic Bay in the Philippines and sailed 
in the direction of Indochina and the 
Indian Ocean. But less widely reported 
was the large-scale U.S. military train­
ing operation that began in a U.S. 
Marine training area in the northern 
mountains of Okinawa on January 1. 
According to Okinawan observers, 
this operation is much larger than any 
undertaken even at the height of the 
Vietnam War.
At the same time, several thousand 
U.S. troops were sent from Okinawa 
to the Philippines, and other Marines 
have been placed on four-hour alert.
In addition, there has been consider­
able logistical activity at Naha port, 
Kobu and White Beach in Okinawa as 
military supplies are being sent to 
South Vietnam and south. Korea.
At Iwakuni, a U.S. Marine Air 
facility in southern Honshu, Japan, 
there has been stepped-up touch-and- 
go training since December 30. Where­
as there is usually no training during 
the New Year season, this year it was 
stopped for only one day. The train­
ing involved F4 Phantoms and AV8A 
Harriers. An unusual number of large 
military transport planes have also 
been observed coming and going from 
the base.
In Okinawa there is a massive con­
struction project now going on at the 
U.S. Air Force Base at Kadena, al­
ready one of the largest bases in Asia. 
The Kadena expansion includes con­
struction of 44 new ammunition 
storehouses and 17 new facilities to 
accomodate the P3B, an anti-sub­
marine aircraft with nuclear capa­
bility.
And in Hawaii a major secret con­
ference, held on December 12-14, was 
attended by all U.S. ambassadors in 
Asia, military commanders in the 
Pacific, and top Pentagon officials. A 
major topic at the conference was the 
situation in South Vietnam.
In this connection, the U.S. has 
apparently shelved, at least tempo­
rarily, its plan to replace Thieu with 
another puppet having a better image 
abroad. Washington apparently fears 
that the replacement of Thieu at this 
point might bring down the whole 
pro-U.S. edifice in Saigon. This re­
flects the genuine fragility of the 
Saigon administration, its total de­
pendence on U.S. support and the ex­
treme opposition to it by the entire 
population, including significant 
elements of the army and administra­
tion.
The recent capture of the provin­
cial capital of Phuoc Binh can be con­
sidered a harbinger of things to come 
in South Vietnam. It is the most sig­
nificant victory by the revolutionary 
forces since the 1972 offensive. What 
is especially significant ¡s'that it did 
not occur in the context of a major 
offensive. This is an indication of the 
extreme state of deterioration of the 
Saigon army .
* * *
In Cambodia, the armed forces of 
the Royal Government of National 
Union (GRUN) and the Cambodian 
Liberation Armed Forces have been 
carrying out a major offensive since 
the beginning of the new year.
Phnom Penh has been completely 
cut off. For the first time the libera­
tion forces have not only cut all the 
land routes to Phnom Penh but the 
vital Mekong River as well.
The situation is so serious that the 
Ford administration has planned a 
massive U.S. airlift to keep the 
Phnom Penh government from falling.
This plan is already underway in a 
disguised form. A new version of Air 
America (the CIA’s clandestine airline 
which operated in Asia) called Bird 
Air, is airlifting supplies to besieged 
Phnom Penh. If  has been widely 
speculated that William Bird, presi­
dent of Bird Air, and the airline itself 
are connected with the CIA.
In Oakland, California, Intemews 
reporter Steve Talbot talked to 
William Bird about the airlift opera­
tion:
Talbot: How many flights are you 
flying into Cambodia daily?
Bird: At the present time we’re mak­
ing about ten air-land sorties from 
Utapao to Phnom Penh. We’re carry­
ing general supplies, ammunition and 
such.
Talbot: Are any of your planes sup­
plied by the Air Force?
Bird: They are all Air Force C-130s 
. . .  we only furnish the crews. They 
do the maintenance. The purpose of 
this is that Congress has a limit on 
the number of people that can be in 
Cambodia at one time in support of 
the war effort. And in order to get 
around (that) and to keep the U.S. 
military personnel out of ther£, we 
furnish civilian crews for these air 
craft.
Talbot: Are any of these civilian 
crews retired Air Force military per­
sonnel?
Bird: Most of them are retired Air 
Force personnel. The purpose of this 
is that we do what you call high alti­
tude dropping to areas that are 
surrounded. This is to keep from 
having any incidents of surface to air 
missiles or anything. This is special 
training that only the Air Force has, 
so in recruiting these crews, we pur­
posely went to people that had pre­
vious training in the Air Force. We 
have approximately 32 of these 
people.
Talbot: What is Bird Air?
Bird: Bird Air is a contract aviation 
division of Bird and Sons, Inc. Our 
headquarters are here in Oakland. We 
furnish helicopters to the United 
States government in Laos. One of 
them went down recently.
Talbot: How did you get the con­
tract?
Bird: It was public bidding, and we 
were the low bidder.
Talbot: What are you doing in Laos? 
Bird: We’re supporting the humani­
tarian efforts of the United States 
government, we’re taking medical 
supplies into the little medical sta­
tions that have been set up among 
the refugees and Meos, we’re in sup­
port of the road building people in 
Laos, of the aid operation.
Talbot: Do you do any military work 
in Laos?
Bird: No, sir, the Royal Laotian Air 
Force handles anything military. 
Talbot: How long have you been in 
Indochina?
Bird: I’ve been in Indochina for al­
most 30 years now, and I’m presently 
in Bangkok, but we do no aviation in 
Bangkok.
Presently we’re operating Bird Air 
out of Singapore, using DC-6 As for 
heavy freight on a contract basis.
We’re working actually for Singapore 
Airlines, on an ad hoc charter basis in 
support of the energy, oil drilling, 
platforms and new contractors in the 
area.
Talbot: Recent reports have hinted 
that Bird Air is CIA-connected.
Bird: I think that everyone wants to 
pin it. But this is a negotiated con­
tract with the Air Force. It will be re­
negotiated because of the excess pro­
fit laws if there’s too much profit. It 
in no way could be called a CIA ope­
ration.
Talbot: Can you keep Phnom Penh 
going?
Bird: We can’t tell. The thing is 
right now, there is tremendous pres­
sure on Phnom Penh, and we’re sup­
porting it in the best efforts we can. 
There has been some talk about add­
ing more crews to crew additional air­
craft.
Talbot: Can you handle a big increase 
in supplies, if necessary?
Bird: We feel that we can increase our 
operations to up to where the military 
would not have to take action.
Bird Air is just one of several “civi­
lian” airlines, run and financed by 
Americans, which fly supplies and 
troops to the Lon Nol government 
and its forces.
Reports from Washington indicate 
that in a super-secret mission code- 
named Operation SCOOT (Support 
for Cambodia out of Thailand) U.S. 
Air Force cargo planes have flown 
hundreds of sorties to supply govern­
ment troops in Cambodia.
SCOOT may involve CIA opera­
tives. It may even violate the Case- 
Church Act prohibiting U.S. combat 
activity in Cambodia.
Cambodian troops in Kampot, a 
strategic government outpost about 
90 miles south of Phnom Penh, claim 
that the CIA is providing a forward 
air control station for the cargo 
planes. Throughout the battle of 
Kampot in March, 1974, Chuck 
Bernard, officially an employee of 
the U.S. Embassy in Phnom Penh, 
flew in an Air America helicopter 
through heavy ground fire to land in 
the besieged town.
The troops identified Mr. Bernard 
as Monsieur Jacques, a code name for 
the CIA’s chief of ground operations 
for the battle. Among other things, he 
alerted Air Force pilots when they 
missed their drop zones. Falling cargo 
from the C-130s killed at least two 
Cambodian civilians during the battle.
Bernard, while admitting he was 
the political and psychological war­
fare expert for the embassy, denied 
he was a CIA operative.
After the Washington Post report­
ed witnessing a U.S. Army major 
order Cambodian troops to fire on 
rebel positions, in direct violation of 
the law, reporters were barred from 
going to Kampot and other battle 
areas.
There is also evidence that CIA- 
advised mercenaries, who wear the 
skull and crossbones emblem of the 
Waffen SS on their uniforms, regular­
ly cross the border from Thailand on 
secret operations in Cambodia. These 
troops may also be part of Operation 
SCOOT.
The CIA used these troops as part 
of its Special Operation Group (SOG) 
units, which conducted deep-penetra­
tion strikes into North Vietnam and 
China in the late 1960’s and early 
1970’s.
These troops, trained at several 
secret CIA bases in Thailand, were 
formerly mercenaries for the U.S. 
Special Forces in South Vietnam and 
helped overthrow Prince Sihanouk’s 
government in 1970. Many were mem­
bers of the secret society, the Khmer 
Serei, under the leadership of Son 
Nhoc Thanh, who was the puppet 
premier of the Japanese fascists in 
1945.
Military sources in Phnom Penh 
said they are the only reliable troops 
on the Lon Nol government side.
* * *
January 23 marked the second 
anniversary of the Paris Peace Agree­
ment.
In America, demonstrators all over 
the country called for a complete U.S. 
withdrawal from Indochina. The San 
Francisco demonstration was the 
largest in two years.
In Vietnam, ten U.S. antiwar acti­
vists slipped into the country dis­
guised as tourists and marched to the 
U.S. Embassy with an enormous ban­
ner reading “Americans for Peace” 
and handed out a leaflet in Vietna­
mese. They were warmly greeted by 
large numbers of Vietnamese. They 
were arrested and expelled from the 
country a short time later.
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Christine Townend s maligned novel
Rich refugees in search o f Real People in Redfern
Christine Townend — ‘no inner-city 
saga writhing . . .  ’
The beginning o f everything and 
the end o f everything else, by 
Christine Townend. Published by 
Macmillan, 1974. Reviewed by 
Meaghan Morris.
It’s hard to keep a grip on the 
title of Christine Townend’s novel, 
The beginning o f everything and the 
end o f everything else. Just when
you want to remember it to tell 
someone about the book, the be­
ginning slides into the end and the 
end slips into the beginning and it 
all goes every which-way and even 
then you’re not sure if you’ve got 
it right. Which is an admirable thing 
for the title of a novel which, ver­
bally exact in itself, has a most 
disorienting effect on its readers.
I think it’s a fine title: Aggressive 
Gesture number one, since on the 
whole the novel has been given a 
rather rude reception, usually in­
cluding cracks about the title. It has 
had little attention in the Sydney 
press — though its main character 
was described by one noted Lady 
of Letters as “just another female 
mug” — and from conversation it 
appears that even the grapevine has 
gone sour on this one. Why, I 
wonder? It is not a book which 
makes you feel comfortable, and it 
certainly does not lend itself to 
clasping your hands, saying “How 
beautiful. How sad. I cried all the 
way through.” That is not a good 
start even (particularly?) these days 
for a novel by a woman.
Worse, this is no inner city saga 
writhing with manufactured madness, 
dope dreams and Fantastic/Fatal 
Fucks. When the inner city does 
appear in the novel, it is approached 
as a fascinating alien territory by 
the main character, Persia, a person 
with the most devastating lack of 
cool you could possibly imagine. 
The novel is the story of Persia as a
young woman in her first apartment 
on the North Shore of Sydney, 
falling in love with a wealthy 
accountant, living with him, getting 
frustrated, meeting a man from Glebe 
called Paint and then leaving the 
accountant to live with Paint as her 
first odd bod. She travels with Paint 
for a while in an asexual union, 
goes home to the accountant and 
marries him, has a child. She be­
comes sickened by her affluent life 
as she watches the segregated edu­
cation of her son in his Good School, 
and takes him off to live in Redfern 
to get to know the other half. 
A few days and a visit to the 
Empress Hotel frighten her o ff , and 
she goes home away from poverty 
and misery, resigned “ that it was 
not her privilege to ever be able 
to do anything about it”.
The plot is that simple, and 
everything else is in the writing. 
Here is another “ fault” in the 
novel. Women writers (except for 
heroines like Gertrude Stein and 
Djuna Barnes) must not meddle with 
Style, or similar male tricks. Last 
century’s Golden Rule for writers 
still holds, that men must speed 
and women must bleed all over the 
page, as though language were trans­
parent and the reader could look 
straight through it to the mind of 
the male and the heart of the female. 
Spontaneous self-expression has be­
come the only ideologically correct 
mode of writing, for the millionth 
time in a long and ironically largely
male history of final theories of 
literature.
The language of this book is not 
“spontaneous” ; it is beautifully 
made, with almost never an error, 
and I wish I could quote whole 
chunks of it except I wouldn’t know 
where to start, unless to go right 
through to the end from the begin­
ning sentence, “The conception was 
accidental and in a graveyard”. Some­
times the language does teeter on the 
precious, especially with some ram­
pant Biblicalisms, but usually flicks 
back and saves itself. The novel is 
built on an amazing use of com­
parisons. Sometimes they work 
through being dreadfully apt; rich 
Adrian drives off from Redfern in 
his huge car, “and its boot bounced 
like rich buttocks under silk”. Else­
where they work through incon­
gruity; a bus door nearly catches 
the coat of self-possessed,, inviolate 
Adrian, “like the garden shears at 
pruning time” . The language creates 
a strange perception of the world in 
which the ordinary and the magic 
interpenetrate in the most unex­
pected contexts.
It is a novel about a woman’s 
perception and learning in a context 
which is generally unexpected in 
recent Australian fiction, if not in 
the theatre where people get away 
with more. It is strange to read 
poetry of identified North Shore 
living, of affluent high rise with 
foyers and lights and plastic and 
garden plots and accountants, all
perceived from right inside that so­
cial world. It is disorienting to be 
made to perceive something interest­
ing in a wealthy chauvinist shit in 
the way, standing on a bus stop 
looking across to a brittle city, “his 
profile pitted itself against the traf­
fic” . Incidentally, the novel contains 
some of the best writing about buses 
and bus stops and cars and driving 
and seatbelts and road signs I have 
ever read.
The city is perceived as divided 
into separate worlds, which are 
linked only by cars; Persia’s ex­
perience is shaped by the physical 
characteristics of Sydney. The Bridge 
is unnamed, but the symbolism of 
crossing it is as automatic in the 
novel as it is in the daily life of 
most people in the city except that 
the sense of strangeness, adventure 
and alien life on the other side is 
thoroughly articqlated. There is a 
rather acid humour in the novel as 
Persia examines her own find and 
the aliens, a humour which remains 
biting but elusive as ridicule (for 
example of Glebe works of art made 
of Kleenex) is often retracted almost 
immediately in a new discovery of 
something wonderful or interesting 
if you look at it/write it that way.
The use of the physical division 
of a city is another way the novel 
throws you off balance; “ that side” 
and “this side” swap about like the 
beginning and end of the title. There 
is a kind of social geography of 
hostility in the book, which puts you
inside the Other place in a most 
disconcerting way. To me, the North 
Shore is that side, and it is funny 
to read about it as a place from 
which innocence sets forth to dis­
cover the world. That innocence is 
increasingly criticised and then quite 
savagely attacked as smug and com­
placent by the end of the novel; 
but the ending continues to challenge 
with its choice of the safety of that 
“clean” world.
Now I would like to pull a really 
mean trick, and say that I think a 
lot of people who dislike the book 
on “this side” (the inner city) are 
thoroughly embarassed by it because 
it comes a bit too close to home 
(that side, or its social equivalent). 
As Persia decides she is not “privi­
leged” to belong to Redfern arid 
wants to go hoirie, “She wanted to 
make the short journey between 
slums and high society” . A lot of 
people who end up writing/criticising 
novels make the reverse journey, 
one-way, and would like to stay 
put in the slums and forget what 
went before the beginning of every­
thing.
On a less nasty level, I think the 
novel can most powerfully make 
anyone cringe, because it is a novel 
about first experiences and una­
shamedly about naivety, that most 
unacceptable of attributes. While 
there is nothing remotely naive about 
the writing, the heroine is so open- 
eyed it hurts; and I, at any rate, 
am reminded of selves that I am
immature enough to wish to forget 
about. The Redfern section is un­
doubtedly the most unpalatable of 
the novel; one can hold fond memo­
ries of first flats and first affairs, but 
a time of thinking, as Persia does, 
that Real Life and Truth lie waiting 
in romanticised slums full of Real 
People, is almost too much to cope 
with. Enough people have obviously 
thought that in their time for the 
slums to have virtually disappeared 
and the Real People pushed on else­
where by refugees from That Side.
So she told the story o f how 
she had come to leam, and how 
it had made her know a whole 
new opening, and how she could 
see there was injustice,- and other 
people she had known all along, 
but she had just discovered.
Adrian does not understand Per­
sia’s story, arid she herself cannot take 
its consequences. This is why I think 
the novel needs to be read carefully, 
and with as little glib prejudice as 
ppssible. There is a lot of fine writing 
now about women and their social ex­
perience from all sorts of perspectives, 
but this fine novel has two rare things 
to offer. It brings,into the open the 
experience of a “kind” , caricatured 
before as the North Shore Type, and 
the men she has to live with: and it 
records with quite shattering effect 
above all, a first overwhelming feeling 
of helplessness before it.
LETTERS continued from page1
Navel
gazing
I suppose it must be about two 
years and a bit since I first stumbled 
upon Digger. I had just moved to 
Sydney and was feeling the forces of 
the city pushing me where I didn’t 
want to be pushed. But then Digger 
came along and I felt I had found an 
undercurrent in society worth getting 
excited about. It sounds corny — sure 
— but I was genuinely excited.
But what has happened? I still 
buy Digger because it has excited me 
so much and is the only thing worth 
the newsprint, but something has 
gone.
Is it you?
Is it me?
Is it ‘society’?
Okay, times have changed for us 
all, even in those two years. But what 
about you, Digger? I am so used to 
seeing articles on women — to the 
point of tedium. But it’s old stuff 
and even rates space in the dailies 
(altho’ different treatment). Some­
how I feel like I’m being bulldozed 
into being a chauvinist. I know I’m 
male and have many shortcomings in 
,my attitudes towards women. I am a
product of the society pre-Women’s 
Ob and put in a lot o f  work impro­
ving what I was taught. But some 
people won’t let me alone. Despite 
my own attempts at changing myself 
these people push and pry and delve 
until they catch me, and say — ‘See 
— you’re like the rest, you chauvinist 
pig’. It’s gone past the point of liber­
ating women to the stage of witch- 
hunting. And it seems to have for­
gotten the liberation of society.
I don’t mind a bit of political 
awareness, but let’s not go past social 
awareness. I don’t like politics. Never 
have. Politics seems to me to be a 
means to the running of society. Well 
that’s ; what it should be, but today 
we. have politicians making the means 
their end. Society can go and get 
-stuffed, the politicians seem to be 
saying,, we like our game and like 
keeping our jobs. So what do the 
newspapers do? (including Digger) — 
they not only condone this crap by 
reporting politics but dwell on it, 
giving the politicians the publicity 
they badly need to continue the 
game. Sure, keep an eye on the bas­
tards so they don’t get away with 
too much, but concentrate on soc­
iety — the people.
Sorry, but I ain’t finished. Music 
and theatre are all too often glossed 
over in Digger, not to mention tele­
vision and radio. Sure, there’ve been 
some nice articles on people such as 
Joni Mitchell, but then of course we 
all love her anyway. But then there 
was that article on rocknroll women, 
which I thought was bullshit. Good 
idea, good point but badly written. 
Music, after all, is the thing which 
keeps most of us sane. I could rave 
on about how we should partake of a 
little music education, go beyond 
record reviews and kick the consum­
erism but I’ll go pn to television and 
radio. These are powerful tools. But 
being misused at present.
Now we all know about the moves 
that are taking place in radio and 
how we can get into the action. But 
again, Digger reported what was hap­
pening politically in the alternate 
radio scene, without any comment 
about what was going to be done 
with this tool. Just as you can be­
come too involved in layout, graph­
ics, typefaces arid office politics with 
a newspaper and forget the point of 
what you’re doing, we’ve got to get 
beyond the politics and electronic 
bullshit of radio and think about 
what we’re trying to say and what 
we’re trying to do.
Okay, now I’ll lay off you and 
talk about me. Here I am, at 3a.m. in 
the morning, pounding the shit out 
of my typewriter. Why? Writing isn’t 
my raison d'etre, nor do I think it 
should be. It would be very satisfy­
ing to be able to sit down every once 
in a while and write, perhaps be paid 
for it and know you could do it. And
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at parties people would ask, “what 
do you do?”, and I could say, “I’m a 
writer”, but suddenly it would be­
come dead. The words would never 
go past the sheet of paper. They 
would lie there, static. What I’m try­
ing to do is to reach people. Reach 
out from this wedge of existence and 
touch people. Why? It’s a question 
which hits me again and again. Often 
I just don’t bother. The ideas float 
around inside my head quite happily. 
But bn rare days I feel I have to get 
out. It could be because of the times 
when other people have reached out 
to me, giving me a hand. Like when I 
first read Digger. It seemed then as 
though someone was reaching out — 
this is how things are, this is how 
things can be ... Since then, I’ve left 
Sydney — going on the ‘love it or 
leave it’ principle, I had to leave. Life 
has been very good to me lately. But 
just because the going has become a 
little easier, I don’t Stop fighting.
Is that society’s mistake? By so­
ciety I don’t mean them in the next 
suburb, but us. Since the days of Viet 
Nam and Nasho, have we run out of 
energy? Are we looking for another 
cause? Perhaps this introspection I 
am indulging myself in is the phase 
we are going through now. But let’s 
not indulge ourselves too much. If I 
can assume I am talking to people 
very much like myself, I think that 
you can examine yourself too much, 
and we end up with a social stratum 
of navel-gazers. Society as a whole — 
that’s Australia folks — needs us.
Times are getting tough. And forgive 
me for being a pessimist, they’re 
gonna get tougher. People are going 
to be hurt by a situation beyond 
their comprehension. The society 
that has enticed them into 9 to 5 
jobs, mortgages, HP agreements, 
nuclear families, the work ethic, the 
competition ethic ... etc., etc., is 
going to drop them like a hot potato- 
and laugh. It is these people whom 
we must help. Reach out to. It’s not 
a particularly attractive assignment. 
Viet Nam had an aura that brought 
the heavies out, streaming from the 
woodwork. But helping the poor, un­
educated and underpriviledged ain’t 
so treridy. It sounds a bit like the, 
Salvation Army or Meals on Wheels 
or Boy Scouts, but we’re not middle- 
aged women with nothing better to 
do, nor are we (I hope) condescen­
ding to do a piecemeal job to make 
us feel good inside.
Now back to Digger. There is still 
a lot of consciousness-raising to be 
done among the group which would 
read Digger — after all, most of us are 
only middle class hippies who only 
wear jeans because trousers with 
creases are too much' of a hassle.
Keep on with what you’re doing 
(but a bit better) and also try to 
reach out to other social strata. What 
about the workers, that somewhat 
mythical species who work at GMH? 
They read the dailies, and what’s 
worse, believe them. We can’t give 
them free copies of Digger — they 
wouldn’t read them. In their eyes
we’re just a bunch of poofters who 
could do with a wash and get a job. 
But they’re there. Waiting and need­
ing. Along with dozens of other 
groups.
What can you do, Digger? What 
will you do?
AUSTRALIA-CAN YOU HEAR
ME?
PLEASE???
Tim Potter,
Wayville, SA.
Stop imports
While the Australian motor unions 
shake in their boots over the inevi­
table lay-offs in the industry, the 
Japanese car importers have never had 
such a boom market.
Ford, Chrysler and General Motors 
have their problems at home and in 
their efforts to stabilise the markets 
are more likely to hand over Australia 
to the Japanese, and their own manu­
facturing subsidiaries there, than to 
subsidise a dying industry here.
If the motor Unions want to 
maintain the jobs of the workers here 
they must set their priorities right, 
and one of the first must be to stop 
all importing of foreign made cars 
until the government and the manu­
facturers give a more definite plan for 
the future.
Richard Egerton,
Surry Hills, NSW.
Grey ones, 
coloured ones, 
eyestrainers; 
political ones, 
romances 
and ego-trips
100’s o f flicks
Publicity for Experimental Films In 
Retrospective, February Programme, 
Sydney Filmmakers Co-op. 
by Meaghan Morris.
Right throughout February the 
Sydney Filmakers Co-op is screen­
ing a retrospective of films financed 
or assisted by grants from the Experi­
mental Film and Television Fund.
The programme is enormous, with 
over a hundred films showing in four 
weeks. It’s obvious that there is also 
a huge variety of films to see. There 
are short, medium and feature-length 
films. There’s grey ones, coloured 
ones, eye-strainers; political ones, 
mystical ones, films about films, 
stories, documentaries, romances, fan­
tasies, ego-trips and abstracts, and 
it’s all exciting.
Some of the films have become 
fairly well known, like Stork, Dalmas, 
The Office Picnic and the Moratorium 
film, Or Forever Hold Your Peace. 
Most have had little publicity, and 
many have been scarcely seen by 
anyone at all. The Fund seems to 
have promoted a great deal of activ­
ity, but the current distribution and
exhibition system has blocked the 
current distribution and exhibition 
system has blocked the products off 
from audiences, so that they moulder 
away in film libraries and feedback 
to the filmmaker is just about zero.
The Co-op is hoping that their 
programme will provide some feed­
back, as well as giving people a chance 
to see so many films they might missv 
out on or never hear of otherwise. At 
the end of the season, there will be a
seminar on Sunday March 2 at 5pm 
where filmmakers who’ve had grants 
from the Fund, people who’ve been 
rejected for grants, distributors, mem­
bers of film institutions and anyone 
who is interested, can come together 
and discuss the whole question of 
government funding of films, the way 
it’s been handled, the effects of the 
present system on filmmakers, and 
to try to assess what’s been happening 
to date.
I saw a preview of five films from 
the programme, and before the 
screening I talked to a member of the 
Co-op Who described some of the 
problems about the Fund that will be 
discussed at the seminar. The Experi­
mental Film and Television Fund was 
set up by the Gorton government in 
1970 as a source of finance for both 
beginners and ‘professionals’ who 
want to experiment in different kinds 
of film. After five years of production, 
but little publicity and quite a bit of 
criticism on spending, etc., the film­
makers want to organise their own 
session of criticism and assessment of 
what has been achieved. Spending 
looms large as a problem, and the 
retrospective and discussion can help 
filmmakers decide themselves how 
their money might be better used in 
future.
Another worry is that a lot of 
films started on these grants aren’t 
finished and may never be. One 
suggestion is that in the past people 
have wanted to be a filmmaker rather 
than make a film or that there was not 
enough information about how much 
hard and often boring work was re­
quired before a film could be fini­
shed. There could be some kind of 
counselling service so that people 
would know what they were getting 
in to.
Then there are the low budget 
problems. The grants have an upper 
limit of $6,000, which may not be
enough. If the film runs into trouble, 
it literally can’t afford help, gets 
bogged down and everyone is dis­
heartened. There could also be loss of 
incentive and enthusiasm from the 
time-lag involved between ‘getting a 
grant’ and getting the money (three 
and a half months), or using up one 
grant and getting another. A stale idea 
is hard to work on, and harder to work 
on well.
But then the question was raised, 
does it matter if films aren’t fini­
shed? The money could still have 
been well spent and the venture 
‘successful’ for a person because of 
what they leam in ‘failing’. The 
grants could still be assisting in a film 
education process; and some people 
might go on to make better films 
because of their first mistakes.
Another ‘does it matter?’ question 
relates to the way the Fund has been 
accused of aiding and abetting some­
thing called Amateurism. One argu­
ment is that small grants to lots of 
people limits not only the scope of 
each individual film, but restricts the 
experience those making the film 
can gain and thus their technical deve­
lopment, On the other hand, the 
Film and Television School and the 
Film Development Corporation exist 
to promote Professionalism, and per­
haps more people can gain profession­
al status — if that’s what they want — 
because the small experimental grants 
made it possible for them to start in 
the first place.
* These are a few of the issues to be 
raised; so with all that in mind I went 
to see the films, and came out think­
ing that there ought to be some sort 
of Film Consumers’ Union‘which 
could picket theatres and Demand 
Distribution Now. It’s just disgraceful 
(and stupid) that the government is 
prepared to invest over $3 million in 
assisting production of films, then 
nothing to support their distribution
and exhibition against overseas-owned 
network. We’re missing out on a lot 
of good stuff. Out of five films 
chosen from the whole range, I en­
joyed four of them very much and 
the other one pissed me off no end, 
which I grudgingly guess is an achieve­
ment too.
Bruce Petty’s animated Australian 
History is just as fiinny now as it was 
in 1971, with the added attraction 
that now the new Nationalism has 
been and gone you can imagine your 
own colour cartoon sequel. An EFTF 
grant gave Petty the chance for a first 
full scale attempt at animated cartoon. 
Something completely different is To 
Nofrettiti, by Sandra and Yoram 
Gross; though again an established 
artist, in this case a maker of TV 
commercials, was able to try some­
thing else. This short film (4 minutes) 
is extraordinarily beautiful to watch. 
The figure on a sarcophagus comes to 
life and dances, and the film itself 
adapts the fresco relief technique of 
Egyptian art.
James Ricketson’s Limbo was an 
example of a first film, which took 
two grants berore it could be com­
pleted, and its maker has since been 
able to go on and make other films.
It is a depressing, upsetting and tho­
roughly moving film about an old 
men’s home or hospital. It shows the 
old men living in their irritable lone­
liness and illness, the trauma of their 
desertion by their families and the 
family’s helpless need to desert them, 
and the pressures put on the nurses 
who look after them.
A Film For Discussion was made 
by Martha Kay and the Sydney Wo­
men’s Film Group in two separate 
spurts after encountering problems of 
the bogging down type. The film com­
pleted falls into two quite different 
parts, which in fact makes it work 
very well as a film for discussion 
since there’s variety within the film.
First there is a section contrasting 
women at work, women as they are in- - 
vented by the media, and women de­
manding a different life and image. 
Then there is a drama about a day in 
a typist’s life, as she confronts the 
emptiness of her work and doubts 
about her approaching marriage 
which looks like more empty work.
The second part is marvellous, as to­
wards the end the girl is rubbing 
cream in her face just a bit too hard 
and long and the film works up to a 
thundering headache pitch. It’s good 
that the women were able to finish 
the film, because with the realism and 
controlled understating the case of the 
second part, A Film For Discussion 
gets out of the preaching to the con­
verted syndrome and becomes one of 
the most effective feminist films I’ve 
seen.
Aggy Read’s Far Be I t  Me From It  
was the one that pissed me off, being 
sexist and romantically elitist in the 
most Neanderthal fashion. To be fair 
it can also be described as “A per­
sonal record of the filmmaker’s life 
and his explorations of the film 
medium”. My judgement is biased be­
cause Read reproduces in it a film 
made years ago called Boobs A Lot 
which some idiot immortalised back 
in the dark ages by censoring it. The 
rest is about scratching and Home 
Movies and the Yellow House and 
that sort of thing. I’m also at a dis­
advantage because I literally could 
not hear one word of the commentary 
but by the intonation of the voice I’m, 
sure it’s all Significant and Deep. But 
if you’re interested in the history of 
local independent film it’s important, 
and if you’re nostalgic about the 
Beautiful People who thought exploi­
ting women was radical, then you’ll 
probably like it.
One more suggestion, apart from 
going to see the retrospective, I once 
read in a Co-op newsletter that people
could help by writing to theatres and 
demanding that they show local films 
as about how oil companies are kind 
to fish, etc. Don’t know if it works, 
but it’s a good idea.
SOURCE
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Disastrous new shipment 
Just Arrived!
THIRD ANNUAL DISASTER 
BARGANZA
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sale
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EVER YTHING FROM BIGGIES 
TO BALZAC.
STARTS THIS WEEK!!!!! im  
SO BE EARLY
DOORS OPEN SOMETIME 
SHARP!!!!!!!!!!!!!! 
ODMENT CLEARANCE 
Some seconds,others shOp- 
soiled,some water marks, 
but with fire damage,some 
fly-blown w ith ‘pok* marks 
& eczema scarred.
NO REASONABLE OFFER 
CONSIDERED.
4 HOTHLYN HOUSE 
ARCADE,
MANCHEStER LANE, 
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S U N B U R Y
long lost 
weekend
By Ai Webb
Hopefully the Sunbury rock mu­
sic festival will die a natural death 
following the failure of Sunbury ’75. 
The rain washed out the promoters’ 
profits, an hour of music and a great 
number of tents. There was virtually 
no sense of participation in a signifi­
cant event. And I lost my hearing for 
fifteen minutes following Billy 
Thorpe’s monumental assault on my 
hapless eardrums.
The first Sunbury festival in 1972 
attracted a large hip patronage, even 
though beer swillers were prolific and 
made it pretty uncomfortable for 
many, myself included. But now the 
beer swillers have taken over and 
“fuckin’ hippies” are not too wel­
come.
Sunbury ’75 showcased this re­
treat into hard core okkerism — agg­
ressive, anti-female, servant to nuthin’ 
but grog.
Friday evening I was sitting beside 
a group of young guys sporting clock­
work orange type garb and skinhead 
hairstyles. They were verbally moles­
ting passing girls and swigging beer in 
between, The band was singing the 
refrain “People all over the world, 
join hands on the Love Train”. The 
singer was urging everyone to joih 
hands with whoever was next to 
them. I looked in amazement at the 
singer, hardly daring to believe the 
anachronism I was hearing.
As the weekend advanced and the 
quantity of beer consumed reached 
all time highs, I became so fed up 
with scenes of people so pissed they 
could hardly stand, and guys pissing 
where they stobd, that I found my­
self retreating more and more (armed 
with my press card) into the relative 
sanctuary and sobriety of the stage 
enclosure.
The rain didn’t help of course. By 
Saturday afternoon the place was a 
'quagmire, though a certain camara­
derie did grow out of this shared mis­
fortune. People gathered around fires 
to warm up and dry out.
But a fragile bond it was. Brawls 
occurred each night. A Canadian was 
sent to hospital after being attacked 
by a drunken gang of 19 youths.
At an early press conference, Ins­
pector Blogg of the police was asked 
whether he preferred young people to 
drink alcohol or smoke marijuana. 
“Drink alcohol, of course.” At the- 
Monday morning press conference he 
gave figures which showed over 
twenty arrests for offensive be­
haviour, brawling and other charges 
directly relating to an excess of al­
cohol, and only four arrests as a re­
sult of drug charges relating to mari­
juana. Inspector Blogg was asked if 
he still stood by his original state­
ment. “Yes” came the programmed 
reply.
Sunbury may have been a social 
disaster area, but it made me opti­
mistic about the future of Australian 
rock. The top bands excelled them­
selves. Skyhooks proved they are the 
most original, precise and interna­
tionally competitive band in Austra­
lia, and were the only band to win a 
second encore. Daddy Cool, via Ross 
Wilson (who handed out free photos 
o f himself.), hyped the crowd into 
thinking .the band was the best thing 
to happen since Buddy Holly, and 
the Captain Matchbox Whoopee Band 
(“Deep Purple may be the loudest 
rock band in the world, but we’re the 
loudest jug hand in the world!”), 
were the only band to provide plain 
enjoyment. When they were joined 
on stage by the visiting Osibisa mem­
bers, it might have been the “unlike- 
lest marraige in rock” as Mick Con­
way called it, but it was also the most 
enjoyable light-hearted funk you ever 
did hear.
Adelaide band, Ova, was the dark 
horse of Sunbury. Playing classical 
orientated rock — extremely sophis­
ticated and well rehearsed — they
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Incidentally, Uncle Bobs Band played the Paddo Town Hall recently 
disguised as Flip Dunbar & the Inflatable Thongs, Chris Christifixofferson 
& the Religistics, & above, Terry Darmody as Don Mentoinet o f Don 
Mentionet & the Forgetables.
were dazzling in their high camp cos- 
tumery which was every bit as start­
ling as their music. Predictably, how- 
fever, they bombed with the crowd at 
large. “Piss off ya poofta bastards.” 
Renee Geyer scored on sheer ability, 
but Denise Drysdale had to draw on 
all her reserves of personality and wit 
to win the crowd over to her good 
clean fun. Jim Keays produced some 
grand theatrics (including the landing 
of a space capsule,, him inside) in per­
forming his Boy From The Stars al­
bum and, unlike most, captured mass 
interest throughout his entire set.
Others like Ayers Rock, Pantha, 
Sherbet, Kush and Dingoes were good 
without being spectacular. Curiously, 
Billy Thorpe, the so-called image of 
$unbury, failed to achieve audience 
identification this time around and 
drove most people away with his ear- 
shattering dosage of volume. Loud 
and boring, even with Lobby Lloyde 
on guitar beside him.
And so to Deep Purple- For star­
ters; they are not the loudest rock 
band in the world, Billy Thorpe is — 
I counted at least 36 speakers for
Thorpe’s guitar alone. Nonetheless, 
they were certainly worth the trip. 
The band members were very pissed, 
but it merely added fire to their 
playing as they began with material 
from Stofmbringer and Burn and 
journeyed back through their past 
albums. Ritchie Blackmore; guitarist 
extraordinaire, managed to play slide 
guitar with a fire extinguisher and 
then a champagne bottle, tipping the 
latter over an unfortunate photo­
grapher, such being the whims of 
superstars. Singer David Coverdale 
and bassist Glenn Hughes were merci­
less in their vocals (it takes both of 
them to add up to former singer 
Gillan’s vast range), Coverdale mas­
turbating with the mike stand and 
Hughes throwing his head around so 
much I thought itI would fall off.
At the close of their set, a potent 
rendition of ‘Highway Star’, they 
threw down their instruments and 
mikes at the climax and, as organist 
Jon Lord set his moaning equipment 
on automatic pilot, they simply 
walked off, leaving the hum and whir
of the instruments behind them. For 
the first time in my life I saw a crowd 
of 20,000 totally dumbstruck. It was 
the perfect finish.
The Stage Two tent at Sunbury 
provided some fine music in contrast 
to the loud rock of the main stage. 
Acts like singer/guitarist Benjamin 
Hugg, the Red Onions Jazz Band, the 
Pelaco Bros, and the Salvation Army 
rock band Solid Rock, were all a wel­
come break. But even better were the 
puppet theatre, ballet and mime/ 
magician, Sam Angelico.
At thé Monday morning press con­
ference, the head of Odessa Promo­
tions, John Fowler, admitted the 
financial loss of Sunbury ’75 and was 
clearly pessimistic about Sunbury ’76. 
Certainly, there’ll be no Deep Purple- 
type adventurism again, something 
which cost Odessa in excess of 
$100,000.
One member of the establishment 
press said how sorry he would be if 
Sunbury died, because of its impor­
tant role in the promotion of Austra­
lian talent. Probably that reporter 
didn’t care to venture out amongst 
the crowd too much and see for him­
self the ugliness of the mud, the piss 
and the beer. Sunbury does indeed 
prômote Australian music, but at 
what price? It is best that Sunbury 
dies now with memories just on the 
right ride of pleasant before it be­
comes a permanent blot on the youth 
culture landscape.
The promoters should take stock 
of the successful elements that have 
emerged from the Sunbury expert 
ience and split them up into several 
smaller-scale events. As it is, Sunbury 
is an all too long weekend.
delight
“Sisters* Delight!” is the title o f 
the Womens Theatre group’s three- 
day festival to be held in Melbourne’s 
Carlton Gardens (situated near the 
Exhibition Buildings on the corner 
of Nicholson and Carlton Streets, 
Carlton.)
Opening day is Saturday, March 
8th, which is celebrated throughout 
the world as International Womens 
Day. The festival continues through 
to Monday, March 10th.
There will be continuous activities 
that everyone can enjoy from 10 am 
to 10 pm: street-theatre, films, dis­
cussion groups, self-defense displays, 
gymnastics, dancing, poetry readings, 
and a photographic exhibition.
All women will be invited to 
participate in the concert, dance, 
talent show and bake-off.
Stalls will provide survival infor­
mation ranging from how to set up a 
food co-operative, to information on 
natural childbirth and women’s health 
problems.
For children there will be a huge 
mural ‘paint-in’, video, a ‘construc­
tion to build on, musical workshops, 
puppets, strolling clowns, dancers 
and minstrels and the first ever wo­
men’s side-show alley.
Everything is free.
INTERNATIONAL WOMEN'S DAY 
EVENTS -  MARCH 8
Women's March through the city, all 
woman, for all reasons, assemble in 
Sydney: at the Domain 10.30 am. 
Melbourne: City Square at 10.00 am
Women's Festival poets, artists, photo 
graphers, etc.
Sydney: Town Hall from 12.30 pm, 
(concert in upper hall 1 pm to 4 pm 
Melbourne: Carlton Gardens (between 
Nicholson and Rathdowne Streets) 
March 8,9,10.
Vietnamese Women's Delegation 
visiting both cities on March 8.
For more information:
Women's House 25 Alberta Street, 
Sydney 2000 617325 
Women's Centre 50 Little LaTrobe 
Street Melbourne 3000 347 1564.
A VAILABLE NOW,
A BOOK
A B O U T  A U S T R A L I A N  W O M E N
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lest Etlift'd In-
C a r d  J a r t m s  j 
V i r g i n i a  F r a s e r
THROUGH OUTBACK PRESS
POOR JANIE 
CONWAY!
SHE HAS LOST HER 
BLACK FENDER 
MUSIC MASTER 
GUITAR!
IT DISAPPEARED 
FROM
DRUMMOND ST. 
CAN ANYONE 
HELP HER FIND 
IT?
PHONE 4193158
altrieriEVERY SATURDAY FROM 2.am.ICnr. LYGON & FARADAY ST. CARLTON.
THUR.13:A.C.D.C 
FRI. 14: Shadow Facts.Ariel; 
SAT.15:Jets. Dingoes
SUN.16:Jeff St. John. 
WED.19:SPECIAL A.C. D.-C.
PERFORMANCE 
New Album Adm.SlZDG 
THUR.20:Hot City Bump Band; 
FRI.21: Jeff ST. John.
Bootleg Family Band. 
SAT.22:Hot City Bump Band. 
Marcia Hynze. Arthur 
Funk.
SUN.23: Ariel.
O PEN D A Y S: M ON. T O  FR I 
N IG H T S: 8PM T O  3AM . 
A L.A C A R T E  M ENU 
8 0 S  ST Y L E
AIZW^brON: 2. bu. 
with (nemben&in ¿.IQ 
R E S 6 3 ,7 1 4 4  6 3 .9 0 8 9  
i S P R IN G  S T R E E T . C ITY .
FUTBOL
Everyone lets their hair 
dow n a t the
THE OFFICE PICNIC’
(M)
A F IL M -  
S T A R R IN G :
Kate F itzpatrick  
John Wood 
D IR E C TO R :
Tom Cowan
COMMENCING 
19TH.FEB 
6P.M. MON’ TUES. 
6&8P.M. WED TO 
SAT.
8P.M, SUNDAY.
F L A M  
55 Exhibition St.
ACUPUNCTURE
Efficient drug-free treatment 
for all your physical 
and emotioal 
and emotional ills 
Grant Powell
6 Park S t  South Melbourne. 
Ph. 69 5050
DOCTOR DUNCAN
R E V O U I T I O X
BOOKSHOP
A COOPERATIVE NON-PROFIT B(X JKSF!A !( R 
Non-sexist & quality homosexual' litt r.tn.iv.
FEMINIST & GAY LIBERATION RESOURCES 
with books like:
COLOR PHOTOS OF THE ATROCITIES: 
revolutionary effeminist poetry by Keith 
Pitchford. $2.95
AMAZON ODYSSEY: writings of radical 
feminist Ti-Grace Atkinson. $4.95
BEYOND GOD THE FATHER: toward a 
philosophy of Women’s.Liberation. $3.95
Excellent mail order service (please add 
postage). Free catalogue.
Monthly Booknews $2.00.p.a.
P .O.  B O X  12 VNOR TH A D E L A I D E
S p o k e s
B i c y c l e  r e p a i r  s e r v i c e  S p a r e  p a r t s  A c c e s s o r i e s  
Cr D r u m  m o  n d  & El  g i n S  t C,a rl  t o n  3 4 . 7 1 6  74
For a complete range o f  racers and tourers, from roadster to 10 speed. Also fold-down Italian  
models. Open 10 to 6  M onday to Thursday, 10 to 8 .30  Friday and 9 .3 0  to 1 Saturday.
RARE RECORDS
THE BEATLES... LIVE IN MELBOURNE, AUSTRALIA  
(Recorded at Festival Hall, July 16, 1964) 
THE BEATLES . . .  AS SWEET AS YOU ARE (Unreleased 
1962 studio material) 
THE BEATLES . .... CINELOGUE VOL. 2 (The completé 
dialogue and music from the film "Yellow Submarine”.
double album)
THE BEATLES . . .  GINELOGUE VOL. 3 (The complete 
dialogue and music from the film “ Hard Day’s Night”
double album)
THE BEATLES . . . .  CINELOGUE VOL. 4 (The complete 
dialogue and music from the film “ Help” double album) 
THE BEATLES . . .  CINELOGUE VOL. S (The complete 
dialogue and music from the film “Magical Mystery Tour”
double album)
BLIND FAITH . . . LIVE ALONG THE TRAIL (Live on
U.S. tour.)
DAVID BOWIE . . . LIVE AT THE SANTA MONICA 
CIVIC CENTRE (Double album recorded live, 1972) 
CROSBY, STILLS, NASH & YOUNG . . . JULY 1974 
(Reunion concert recorded Jive at the Mile High stadium, 
Colorado. Double album) 
DEEP PURPLE . . . PERKS & T IT  (Live album recorded
in 1974)
CREEDENCE CLEARWATER REVIVAI____REVIVED
(live in San Francisco, 1972) 
BOB DYLAN . . . ASPECT ON TOUR, 1974 (Double' 
album, live material) 
BOB DYLAN . . . LIVE IN MELBOURNE, AUSTRALIA 
. (Recorded at Festival Hall 1966)
HENDRIX . . . SKYHIGH (1970 Jam session with Jim 
Morrison & Johnny Winter) 
HENDRIX . . . LIVE EXPERIENCE (Live at the Albert
Hall, England)
HENDRIX' . . . ’SCUSE ME WHILE I KISS THE SKY 
(Double album recorded at the L.A. Forum, 1970) 
ELTON JOHN . . . LIVE ÁT THE HAMMERSMITH 
ODEON, LONDON (Double album recorded December
22, 1973)
LED ZEPPELIN . . . .  LIVE ON BLUEBERRY HILL 
^Double album recorded live on stage In Los Angeles, 1970)
PINK FLOYD . . .  IN CELEBRATION OF THE COMET 
(Recorded live In London during the 1972 tour) 
PINK F L O Y D .. . FLOYD LIVE (Double album reeprded 
live on stage, 1970) 
IONI MITCHELL & JAMES TAYLOR . . .  IN PERFECT 
HARMONY U  972 concert) 
CREAM . . . AMSTERDAM, 1967 & LONDON, 1968 
(Live double album) 
EMERSON, LAKE & PALMER . . . CELESTIAL-DOGGIE 
(Double album recorded live during thè 1972 American
tour)
THE ROLLING STONES . . .  STONED AGAIN (Live and 
unreleased studio material from around 1964) 
THE ROLLING STONES . . . THE STARS IN THE SKY 
(Live at the Olympiahalte, Munich, September 28, 1973) 
THE ROLLING STONES . . . LIVER T/HAN YOU’LL 
EVER BE (Live in Los Angeles, November 1969) 
THE ROLLING STONES . . . HONOLULU (Recorded
live 22/1/73)
JOHNNY WINTER . . .  HOT (Recorded live at the Holly­
wood Bowl July 1, 1969) 
JOHNNY WINTER . . . THE 1973 TOUR (Live double
album)
ALICE COOPER . . . YOU’RE ALL CRAZIER THAN I 
AM (Double album recorded live on stage, 1972) 
THE WHO . . .  LIVE IN MUNICH (Recorded live on suge
1973)
THE WHO . . . ROCK ANP ROLL WHO-CHEE-KOO 
(Live at the Los Angeles Forum, 1973) 
NEIL YOUNG . . . YOUNG MAN’S FANCY (Double 
album recorded live, 1/2/71) 
THE ALLMAN BROTHERS . . .  GEORGIA BLUES (Live 
studio sessions recorded in Miami & Macon, Georgia
1968 & 1969)
THE YARDBIRDS . . . LÀST HURRAH IN THE BIG 
APPLE (Live on stage in New York, 1968) 
THE YARDBIRDS . . . I ’VE BEEN DRINKING AGAIN 
(Early studio material) 
FRANK ZAPPA & MOTHERS . . . SAFE MUFFINS (Live 
In London, 1971 )
We are mail-order specialists and offer a very fast service for your orders. 
Payment must accompany your order and can be in the form of cheque, 
postal note or money order. Single albums are $5 and double albums are 
$8. Postage is 50 cents per record anywhere in Australia and $1 per record 
for New Zealand customers (airmail). We guarantee the safe arrival of all 
records ordered. If interested send for our complete catalogue of 300 titles 
in stock. Wholesale information is available to record dealers.
Order Form to:
TOAD HALL'S RARE RECORDS 
P.O. Box 35  
Southland Centre 
Victoria 3192.
N a m e ...................
A d d res s ............................. f
Please send:
[ ] free 2 0  page catalogue
( j records as listed below. 
Amt. enclosed .............
r.
abortion referral
Do you need help with abortion referral? 
Contraceptive advice?
SYDNEY 617325* A1B0~KTI0N REFERRAL SERVICE
WEEKNIGHTS 6-9P.M 
WEEKNIGHTS 6-9P.M. SAT.2-4P.M.
C L . gay liberation press
THE AUSTRALIAN RADICAL HOMOSEXUAL JOURNAL 
Towards the a n a ly s i s  o f  r a d ic a l  se x  p o l i t i c s
N ov/D ec is s u e  (No 5 )  in c lu d e s :
THE HOMOSEXUAL MOVEMENT IN AMERICA, by D ennis Altm an  
ANATOMICAL NOTES ON GAY LIBERATION, by P a u l F oss  
CHILEAN SQUAD MURDERS HOMOSEXUALS, from  A rg e n tin a
Jan 1975  i s s u e  (No 6 )  w i l l  in c lu d e :
INTERVIEW WITH GORE VIDAL, taped by GIP a t  th e  M enzies
S u b s c r ip t io n  f o r  12 i s s u e s ,
(w ith in  A u s t r a lia )  . . . . . . . . A$4
(New Z eala n d  a ir m a il )  . . . . . . .  A$7
(2n d  c l a s s  a ir m a il  o v e r s e a s ) A $ 1 0
Send t o :  Gay L ib e r a t io n  P r e s s . 
P . 0 ,  Box A 76 , SYDNEY SOUTH, 2 0 0 0 .  
New South W a le s ,A u s t r a l ia .
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